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By JOHN HEwITT, Gent. 
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Nos, Agrippa, neque hc dicere, nec gravem 
Pelide ſtomachum cedere neſcii, 
Nec curſus duplicis per Mare Ulyſſei 
Nec ſævam Pelopis domum 
Conamur, tenues grandia, — Hor. Lib. 1. Ode 6, 
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FATHER, 
The Honourable 
AMES HEWITT, Eſq; 


Second Lord Commiſſioner for 
TRADE, to his IMPERIAL 
MajtsTY of RUSSIA. 


cern, and greateſt Regret 
9; imaginable, You have gi- 
SR yen me a juft Occaſion, to 
make Tou the Patron of 

the following MISCELLANIES—fince 
I too well know, this Dedication 


will be as little pleaſing to You 1n 
A 2 Read- 


11 The Dedication. 


Reading it, as it is to me in Writing 
1t— and, in order, to anſwer ſuch 
Objections, as may be rais'd by any 
one, (who is not acquainted with 
the continual Grievances that have 
attended me from your ill Uſage) 
why I take this Method of writing 
to a Father? I make this Reply 
that my private Correſpondence, 
and repeated Complaints, have not 
been able to alter that ſevere Rigour, 
with which, you have not only 
treated Me, but my Brother: ſo 
that ſome of my Friends, as well 
as Enemies, imagine, that I am the 
immediate Author of my Misfor- 
tunes therefore, to undeceive 
them, T muſt beg leave to clear up 
the Matter, and then ſubmit it to 
the Judgment of impartial Readers-- 
for which, I am fully ſatisfy'd in 
Conſcience, that SE LF-PRESERVA- 
TION, 
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rio, the firſt, and principal Law 


of Nature, is a ſufficient Apology, 
and an Authority for doing my ſelf 
Tuftice in this publick Manner. 


Ihe ſmall Concern you havethewn 
for my Welfare, unbecoming Paternal 
Love, (and not deſerving it for any 
Crime I can juſtly charge my ſelf 
with) has given Room for ſome Peo- 
ple to ſuppoſe, I am your Illigit imat 
Son; but, (only in Regard to the 
Honour of my Mother) I cou'd al- 
moſt wiſh I had been ſo, and then, 
perhaps, I might have met with the 
ſame good Uſage, and have been as 
well belov'd by my Father, as two 
Illigitimate Children of a Gentle- 
man, with whom, you are intimate- 


ly acquainted — But it is well 


known to all, who, knew my Mo- 


ther, (whoſe Memory I revere) ſhe 
8 Was 


2 
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was a Woman of ſtrict VIRTUE and 
PIETY; and when ſhe dy'd I am 
concern'd to ſay it, but can with 
ſtrict Juſtice affirm, I had a Father, 
but not a FRIEND living. 


I think it is a received Maxim, 
that a Child can never diſcharge the 
Debt due to his Parents for his Be- 
ing— in which, I join— Provided, 
Parents not only take the neceſlary 
Care of their Children's Educati- 
on, *till they come to Years of Ma- 
turity, but even then make {uch 
Proviſion for them in the World, as 
is ſuitable to their Circumſtances 
But when a Father has no more 


Love, or Concern for a Child, than 


to abandon him, and leave him to 


the Frowns of FORTUNE; ſuch a 
Son is not only indebted to a Fa- 
ther for his BEING, but likewiſe for 
all 


V 
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all his M:sfortunes — For my Part, 
my preſent Unhappineſs makes me 
often wiſh, you had ſuffer'd me to 
continue rather in a State of NoN- 
ENTITY, than calPd me forth to a 
miſerable BEIN G, without aDeſign 
to aſſiſt me. 


Vour late Engagement with me in 
a certain Affair(not proper to be men- 
tioned) and your drawing off, when 
I was too far engag'd to retreat my 
ſelf, is a convincing Argument of 
the {ſmall Regard you have for me 
When I did not receive thoſe Remit- 
ances you promis'd to aſſiſt me with, 
had but one deſperate Card to play- 
like a Phyſitian, who, having firſt 
found moſt Medicines ineffectual, 
at laſt, has Recourſe to one, that ei- 
ther kills or cures The Money 
that was in my Poſleſſion, not be- 


Ing 
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ing ſufficient to compaſs my Affairs 
in any tolerable manner, I took a 
Method that ſoon dec jded my Fate, 
Fiz. going to the Groom Porters, 
and this indeed, finiſh'd my Ruin, 


as it might have produc'd a differ- 
ent Effect this, perhaps, may be 


call'd Folly, but if it is, it is owing 
to a Father's unkind Behaviour. 


I am juſt going to leave my Na- 


tive Country, with 2 Reſolution ne- 


ver to return, unleſs FORTUNE puts 


it in my power to purchaſe, and live 


retir'd I am not ambitious, but 
my Soul 1s too great, and aſpiring, 
to live in any mean Way of Life at 
"Home, and cannot bear to receive 


my Bread with the Scorn, Frowns, 
and Affronts of thoſe, with whom, 
my Birth and Educatian have plac'd 


me upon an equal Footing— my 
natu- 
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natural Diſpoſition, improv'd by 
Zenerous Converſation, teaches me 


another way of Thinking. 


I ſhall {carcely ever ſee you more, 


and therefore beg your Bleſling and 
| Forgivenels of thoſe trifling Follies 
I have been guilty of, and to which, 
| Youth is generally addicted And 
as for this Dedication, T wou'd not 
have the World look upon it, as an 


Invective againſt my Father—No— 
only as the Means, by which I clear 
my ſelf of that Aſperſion, of be- 
ing thought the Author of thoſe 
Misfortunes, in which, I am at pre- 


ſent involv'd—T hope, (if it ſhou'd 


pleaſe GoD to call you hence) you 


will not utterly forget your Eides 


Son among the reft of your Chil- 
dren, who, tho? abſent, and not- 


withftanding the Difference between 
b | us, 


” m 
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ns, will bear that Duty in Mind 
as is due to a Father, and requir'd 


from, 


Honoured SIR, 


Tour most Dutiſul, 


and moſt Obedient Son, 


J. HEwiTT. 
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PREFACE is as often an Excuſe for 
Ignorance, as a Dedication is generally 
an arrant Piece of Flattery— but, it 
is become fo common, that it is as much 
expected by the Publick, as a Prologue 
before a new Play J have nothing 
to ſay in Behalf of that Part of this Performance, 
which, belongs to me— excepting this, that tho ſome of 
the Pieces contain'd herein, may be thought a little Lu- 
dicrous, yet they are ſo far from being Obſcene, that 
Perſons of the ſtricteſi Modeſty may peruſe them with- 
out Offence but the Reader may fee I have not only 
been a little Gay, but have likewiſe turn'd my Thoughts 
on ſerious Subjects as that, on Content, a Retir'd 
Life, againſt Ambition, ona Heathen Pagod, 8&c. — 
T know there are ſome Authors, who, have made it their 
Buſineſs to introduce their Works, (that have been ot her- 
ways deficient) by the Art of ADULATION; but 
was the World weak enough to be impos'd upon, by ſuch 
a falſe Iuſnuation, I have too great a Contempt for it's 
Practice, than to be guilty of it 
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poſe the worſt Part of this Bool, and that the many Faults 


that appear thro the whole, will redound rather to my 


Di ſcredit, than the Reverje-—- But if any one ſhou'd 
be curious enough to ask, why, I publiſb'd them? — 
I anſwer, for three private Reajons. 


Thoſe GENTLEMEN, who, have bonour'd this 
Collection with their Performances, will undoubtedly 
meet with the juſt Reward, that is due to their Merit 


I never read over the Sung of Deborah and Barak, but 


my Wonder encreaſes at the ini mitable Stroke of Grau- 


deu, that appears in theſe two Lines, 


Grateful he bows : he bows, he falls, he lies : 
He bows, he falls, and where he falls, he dies, 


which, (abflrafted from the M- rit, that, ſhines thro' the 
whole Poem) I think a ſuſicient Recompence for all the 
Trouble I have taken about the Book : 


Theſe Lines may ſerve as a Proof, that the true 


Sublime, conſiſts not in Expreſſion, diſguis'd in pompous 


Words . but Thoughts, like Jewels, appear with 
greater Luſtre when plain ſet. 
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DO not dgubt, upon Peruſal, but 
71 the greater part of the Fair Sex, 
| will be fird with a juſt Reſent- 
ment of Cælia's ungenerous U- 
{|| ſage to Alexis: tho I fear we 
— bave too many of the Moderns, 
whoſe Characters may be brought as juſt Pa- 
rallels to her's I: is, indeed, a melancholp 
Reflection to think, that any Woman of a libe- 
ral Education will ſo far deviate from the 
Rules of Honour and Virtue, as to ruin 4 
part of that Species, for whoſe Comfort and 
Happineſs ſhe was deſign'd and form\d— Hows 
ever, I have the Charity to believe, that 4 
much greater Number of Women are undone by 
the Inſtigations of de ſigning Men, than b 
their own Inclinations : therefore, it wou'd be 
unjuit to think hard of the whole Sex, for the 
diſpleaſing Behaviour of a few —— No Enco- 
miums can be too great for a good Woman, nor 
any Satyr ſharp enough for a bad one— For 
my part, I think Women the greateſt Bleſſing, 
which, attends us —— They ſoften the rude 
and barbarous Tempers of Mankind; without 
their Society we ſhould be rough and unpoliſb d 
We Creatures 
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Creatures —— In « Word, they are the chief 
Inſtruments, which, render Life eaſy and agree « 
1 «ble — and when a fine Woman's in my debt, 

il t 1l:vays conſider her in the S-nſe of the follow- 
117 heautiful Speech, which, Polydore makes 
* 2 Monimia. 


Who, can behold ſuch Beauty, and be ſilent? 
# * Peftre firſt taught us Words! Man when created 
“At firſt alone, long wander'd up and down, 

“ Forlorn, and filent as his Vaſſal-Beaſts: 

But when a Heav'n-born Maid, like you, appear'd, 

© Strange Pleaſures fill'd his Eyes, andfir'd his Heart, 
_ # Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Love, 


ORPHAN, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The two Perſons, who, are the Subject of the 
following Lines, flouriſh'd about a Hundred 
Years ago — No Body was more remarkable- 
for his tender and invincible Paſſion than 
Alexis — Czlia, was as famous for her Mit, 
Gallantry, and Beauty, but was a Compoſiti- 
on of a Prude and Coquet— lexis, not with 
ſtanding this, reſolv'd to ſuti h the Exceſs 
of his Paſſion in an honourable Hay — It mas 
not long after they were marry'd, when Cæ- 
Jia, broke thro all Vows and Promiſes, and 
became a Libertine — Alexis, ſtruggling be- 
tween Love and Reſentment, ſent her the 
following farewel Letter. 


Hat tender Language can my Fancy find? 
SW To ſpeak the Anguith of a penſive Mind: 

A Mind uneaſy, and oppreſs'd with Grief? 
To Joy unknown . A Stranger to Relief! 


—— — _ 


'O 


2 - ALEXIS to CALIA: or, 


O! nought can caſe me of this tort'ring Pain! 
With Heav'n I plead, but plead with Heav'n, in vain : 
Love! was the fatal Rock, which, wreck'd my Peace, 


And Love's the Cauſe, why ſtill my Woes encreaſe. 


Soft let my Lays, and ſmooth my Numbers be, 
Dear, cruel Celia, when I mention thee! 
But why, with Fondneſs do I ſpeak thy Name? 


Who, from my Heart, no Tenderneſs can claim. 


Tho once ſubſervient to thy quickning Charms, 
When firſt you preſs'd me in your eager Arms; 
By your Ill-uſage, now my Soul's reliev'd, 

And find, by Woman's Beauty I'm deceiv'd ! 
Forc'd by your Crimes, to leave my native Shore, 
Crimes, which,ſhall live, when you ſhall be no more, 
How can I think, and yet from Tears refrain? 
How can I write, and not the Paper ſtain ? 

How can I ſleep, and not of Celis dream ? 


Yet how awake, and not deſpiſe the Theme? 


By mild Philoſophy, in vain, Tm taught, 


To ſink beneath Misfortunes is a Fault, "pan 
Below 


ace, 


ſe. 


ain: 
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Below the Greatneſs of a noble Mind, 
And 1s, a Mark of Cowardice, defin'd : 
For Love, our Weakneſs ſooner can expoſe; 
Than a long Chain of complicated Woes, 


If ovght here ſaid, your Pity ſhou'd create; 
Grieve for your ſelf— for me, it is too late; 
Yet, e're theſe Sorrows force me to my Grave, 
Accept this laſt Epiſtle from thy Slave! 

Inſpire my Thoughts, faireſt in Beauty's Fame; 
Oh! cou'd I fay, in Virtue too the ſame! 

With double Joy, I'd dwell on Celia's Name: 
Still, will I thee invoke, and not the Nine, 

No Name ſo ſweet, no Pow'r ſo great as thine. 


Oh! for a skilful Muſe ! that cou'd impart 
The various Torments of a bleeding Heart! 
That, cou'd at once, the whole Creation move, 
With all the ſtrongeſt Images of Love! 


* — = . 
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4 ALEXIS fa CKLIA: or, 


I doated once to ſuch a vaſt degree, 

I thought all Pleaſures center'd then in thee; 

How oft have I ador'd vou, as you ſung, 
Charm'd with the pleaſing Accents of your Tongue, 
| | In you, I thought was ev'ry Joy of Life, | 
1 And ev'ry Virtue of a tender Wife! 

In you, my Fair, was ſomething ever new, 

And all I wifh'd for, ſeem'd to be in you: 

Abſence, which, ought a Remedy to prove, 

Nor, heal'd my Pains, nor, ſtop'd the Pow'r of Love 
Four Years I woo'd thee with a faithful Flame, 


Thus, more and more, a wretched Slave became, 
At length, 1 thought each tender Argument, 
Secur'd your Heart, as ſure as your Conſent, 
Deluded thus, I made you ſtrait my Bride, 

But often wiſh, that Moment I had dy'd 

For, from that Hour, my fancy'd Joys begun; 
From that curs d Hour, Alexis was undone. 


By golden Charms I might have thee decoy'd; 
And with ſome Trouble, cow'd have thee enj 09d, 
7 But Love, like Poyſon, rag'd in ev'ry Vein, 
And ſuch falſe Joys wou'd not have eas d my Pain; 


True 


Ihe Power Love. 5 


True Love, and Luft, a diff*rent meaning, claim, 
Love, is a ſacred Luft, a brutiſh Flame; 
Enjoyment only, is not my Deſire, 9 
More noble Sentiments my Breaſt inſpire, 

Vows crown'd with Honour, then, to thee I made, 
Mov'd by a Paſſion, which, can ſcarcely fade: 
Oh! think of all thoſe Oaths you {wore to me! 
That, Love for Love, ſhou'd be return'd by thee, 


ue 


Too oft I think upon th' unhappy Day, 
When firſt to you, I gave my ſelf away, 
Our Vows exchang'd before the ſacred Shrine, 
There, I obſery'd, you added Smiles to mine; 
Soon as the Rites were paſt, I wiſh'd for Night, 
To revel in new Regions of delight : 


At length, it came, when I was overjoy'd, 

To find our Souls by buſy Love employ'd, 

With Raptures fill'd, I languiſh'd in your Arms, 
rew to your Breaſts, and feaſted on your Charms 

Yerwhelm'd with Pleaſures, thus, entranc'd I lay, 

hilſt the ſweet Hou, too ſwiftly paſs 'daway : 3 


Recovring Life I ſtill purſu*d my prize, 
\nd ſaw the Idol dancing in your Eyes: 
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6 ALEXIS fo CELIA: or, 


The gracious Gods nefer offer'd to controul, 
The dear Deluſion of my raviſh*d Soul! 
At laſt, I crownẽd our Toys 
In harmleſs Sports we toy*d the Night away: 

Oh! let me keep the ſweet, bewitching Thought! 
It charms my Soul, as Love's fond Paſſion ought! 


ant] as we lay, 


But what, alas! did all your Vows avail ? 
And why did I (fand Fool) believe the Tale? 
I found my Folly when it was too late, 

T curs*d my Raſhneſs, and bewailFd my Fate, 
Thoſe ſacred Pleaſures now from me are took, 
By Celia ſhunfd, by ev*ry Joy forſook: 


So, glitt ring Proſpects, pleaſing Dreams impart, 
That ſooth the Fancy, and engage the Heart, 
Till, by the flatt'ring Scene, too long, miſled, 
We wake in Rage, to find the Viſion fled. 


In vain I ſtrive my Sorrows to deſcribe, 
To paint thy Falſeneſs, or, deſtructive Pride, 
Chagrin, diſtracted, driven to Deſpair, | 
Cursd be the Wiles of that dear, faithleſs Fair F | 
Fond of Deſigns, you ſtill purſue your: Art, 1 
DiſplayyourCharms t to wound ſome fooliſh Heart, | 


Unth inking 
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Unthinking Youth, warn'd by my wretched Fate, 


Fly from the falſe ones Arms, her Beauty hate, 


For Poyſon lurks beneath the guilded Bait. 


When all the Troubles of the Day expire, 
And weary Labourers to Bed retire, 
When evfry Mortal ſhou*d be huſh*d to Reſt, 
Unwonted Paſſions labour in my Breaſt, 
And am too oft, with various Thoughts opprels'd, 


Slumbers at length my troubl*d Soul ſubdue, 
Whilſt You, (Deceiver) ſtand before my view, 
I Zart— and ſtare and at the Phantom make, 
But ſoon, alas, I find my fond Miſtake : 


I graſp it not, the Mimick Shadow flies, 


And leaves my Senſes ſtupid with Surprize, 


I turn, and toſs, by fleeting Fancy led. 


But find no eaſe, or, comfort in my Bed, 

I leap from thence, and to the Window go, 
Scorn all that Cynthia's ſilver Light can ſhew, 
Throw up the Saſh, and of my Fate complain, 
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! 


Rave, ſigh, and mourn—but find my Grief's in vain: 


Slow I return, and to my Bed I creep, | 
Then cloſe my watry Eyes, and try to ſleep ; 


1 But 
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But ah! — how weak my Refvlutions prove, 
For ev'ry Thought is kept awake by Lore, 
Soon as reſplendent Rays of Light appear, 

I riſe, and ftraitway to the Groves repair, 
There, with Regret on Nature's Charms J gaze, 
Hear warbling Birds proclaim their Maker's Praiſe, 
I range from Brook to Brook, from Hill to Hill, 
Reſolve to hate—but find—I love you ſtill. 


Fool that I am, thus publick to confeſs, 
I love falſe Celia to too oreat Exceſs, 
Her Beauty will for e'er my Soul ſecure, 
And tho I'm tortur'd, till Teje& the Cure, 
Thy Smiles, thy Eyes, thy Form Tl ne er forget, 
Thy Picture view ——but view it with Regret : 
I gaze ſo long, it lulls me faſt aſlcep, 
Then dream a while, and only wake to weep, 
Thy Charms alone my ſteddy Thoughts engage, 
Nor Sighs, nor Tears, nor Sleep, my Pains allwage, 


I ſummon Reaſon from 1t's dark Receſ; $, 
It flies — and leaves me in the ſame Diſtreſs, 


Too weak, alas, that powrfful Aid wall prove, 
bY hen ſammon'd to repel the Force of Love, 


beg 
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That, like my Liberty is from me flown, 
Deſpair and Solitude remain alone. | 


Tho* various Scenes my weary Eyes decoy, 
"Tis you alone, my faithful Heart employ, 
I trace the Woods, the Fields, and filent Glades, 
The Vales, the Mountains, and the dreery Shades, i 
To painted Plains I then retreat a while, 


Io pleaſe my Fancy, and my Pains beguile, 
There, I obſerve the happy, rural Throng, 
Envy their Sports, and ev*ry harmleſs Song. 


Tis there, Almighty Love is free from Pain, 

"Tis there, the Nymph enjoys her happy Swain, 
Whilſt bleeting Flocks in verdant Meadows feed, 
The happy Shepherd ſtrikes the tuneful Reed, 
His skilful Touch, the gaping Wounds obey, 

Ofer Hills, and Dales, the pleaſing Sound convey, 


Were but free!— (if Woman couꝰd prevail) 
I'd Woo the Girl that bears the Milking-pail, 
Her ruddy Cheeks an honeſt Mind declare, 
And her plain, ſimple Nature, paillfs her Fair, 
In her—— no Affectation I ſhou'd find, 

But faithful Vows fix d in a virtuous Mind, 


w— + ls w 


Cox 


0% 
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Coquettiſh Airs in her wouꝭd nefer appear, 
But a fond Heart, and Words that were ſincere. 


All Hopes forſake me in this deep Diſtreſs, 
Diſtraction ſpreads it ſelf without Redreſs, 


In vain, I ſigh, and mourn the tedious Day, 
In vain, I weep the creeping Hours away, 

In vain, Iſtrive my ſelf from Chains to free, 
Too oft, curs'd Fool, I wiſh my ſelf with thee. 


Let Time, this Uſage from my Mem'ry, blot, 
Forget, forgive, forgiven, and forgot | 
When all our Thoughts of worldly Joys are fled, 
And the (hrill Trumpet ſhall awake the Dead, 
Then may our Souls unite, and be divine, 

Then ſhall my Suff'rings ceaſe, and ſo ſhall thine- 


Sure Nature muſt this fatal Grief attend, 
Fade then ye Flow'rs, ye Skies in Deus deſcend, 
No more, ye Trees, your leafy Trophies, wear, 
No more, Toft Zephirs, ſhall perfume the Air, 

No more, ye Streams, in pleaſing Murmurs, flow, 
And ceaſe, 0 Sun! to guild the Orb below, 


Ceaſe 


2 


Let, Im reſolv'd this Fondneſs to repel, 


And not che Cauſe of all my Woe expel, 


The Power of Love. 


Ceaſe all ye Stars to chear th' enquiring Sight, 
And pale-tfac'd Cythia, gleam with ſickly Light, 
Let the ſweet Linnet fly the breezy Glade, 

Whilſt Ravens ſhriek as in the mid-night Shade, 


Some tender Pow'r my Miſery condole, 
And view the dreadful Conflict of my Soul! 
But how ſhall I now take my laſt Adieu, 
My filly Heart can ſcarce be torn from You, 
Oh! for a Mind in Reſolution fix'd ! 
Not with the leaft Compaſſion intermix'd, 
To execute this laſt Reſult of Thought, 
And tear away, as loſt Alexis ought  ' 1 
The Pains J feel, (like ſtruggling Pangs of Death) 
Survey my Body, and inyade my Breath, 


And ſince I muſt—deceitful Fair farewel— wh | b 
Recal the Sentence, for it muſt not be. 
Oh, Heav'n! — I cannot, —will not part with the 
Sooner ſhall Nature in it's Strength decay, 
Whilſt, my fond Soul in ſoftneſs melts away; 
But why do I thus on my Ruin dwell ? 
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Oh! curſe my Folly !— now, TIl break the Chain, 
Once more reſolv'd, I'll baniſh quite my Pain, 
Theſe fooliſh Eyes no more on thee ſhall gaze, 

But ſhun thoſe Charms, which, all the World amaze, 
No more, ſhall outward Forms my Reaſon blind, 
TII cer prefer the Beauties of the Mind: - 

Thus, if Mankind wou'd live a happy Lite, 

Of all Life's Ills, avoid a faithlefs Wife, 


So, have I ſeen a Bank of various Flow'rs, 
Their blooming Beauties waſh'd by gentle Show'rs, 
Whence reeking Odours filPd me with Delight, 
Fragrant to Smell, and lovely to the Sight, 

A Stander-by,whom, ſuch fair Flow'rs might charm, 
One ſtraitway crop'd, unmindful of the Harm; 
But as he ſtoop'd ſome curious Flow'r to take, 

He felt the Poyſon of a lurking Snake, 

He diam d their n which, did his Hand 
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— leſting Flatt' ry, and to Art ada [led, 
Err 10 Fame unknown, nor yet by F ortung 
| Like fawning r wat bend _ Tg.” 
| *Tis not the rich Man's Wealth that I eſteem; 2 

Nor poorly to the Proud addreſs my Theme, 11 

Virtue alone's th Ambition of my Muſe, 
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And God-like Ca RTERE T' $ the Theme I 7 9 | 
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14 4 POEM Inſcrib'd 


 Cart'ret! his Deeds the World's Attention c'aim, 
And all are pleas'd to hear that gewrous Name, 
How juſt! how good! to Merit never blind, 
What great Perfections gild his Noble Mind | 
How affable! how graceful is his Mien? 


He charms th admiring Throng when heard, or ſeen, 
Cold,) 
When Northern Climes, (where Nature ſtiff with 
Their Friendſhip baniſh'd, and in Wars grew bold, 
Weaken'd at length, to Peace they did incline, 
And choſe Great * Cart'ret for their good Deſign ; 


| 4 He ſoon his mighty Talents did employ, 

J | And what they could not do, perform'd with Joy q 
| | Thus Fortune to their Aid this Stateſman ſent, 

| Who fix'd new Friendſhip by his Management, 


Sweden and Denma: k to his Merit, owe 


The peaceful Harmony fubBing now, 


His ROYAL MASTER it of his Worth, : 
T' aſſiſt in Council, calÞd him from the North Z 


He was Ambaſſador to Sweden, 


Where, 


To the Lord CARTERET. 15 


Where, at the Board, tho! young, 10 ſat _ 
His Wiſdom ever ſhone in each Debate, 
By great Experience taught, ſerenely ſhew'd, 


ſflow'd ; 
What Pow'r from Truth, what Force from Reaſon, 


Expert in Politicks and Stateſman's Wiles, 


Their Nets refrains, his Enemies beguiles, 


Now Albion's Monarch bids him ſtrait prepare, 
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To rule a Nation greatly worth his Care. 


Hibernia! long with ſtrugling Cares oppreſs'd, 
Now ſmiles to ſee her Grievances redreſs'd, 
She feels new Life move by his great Command, 
Rears her bent Head, and owns his pow'rful Hand; 
Thoſe Troubles are diſpers'd, which reign'd of late, 
And all things flouriſh in a happy State; 
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They who deſerve, his Bounty ever ſhare, 

He keeps th' unhappy Wretch from dark deſpair, 
The guilty Perſons oft his Mercy get, r. 

And when they're puniſh'd, puniſl'd with Regret, 
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His Love to Learning has been ever ſliewn, 
And * Upſal's Sons his gen'rous Hand muſt own, 


When Ruſia's mighty Emperor deſign'd 
To know thoſe Arts, which, fill'd his Godlike Mind, 
Void of all pride, he took the Lab'rer's part, 
And skilſul, penetrated ev'ry Art. 


So Curt'ret to compleat his good Deſigns, 
His glorious Title for a while reſigns, 
Aſſumes new Dreſſes, and ſurveys the Streets, 
Hails the Plebeians, Joins with all he meets, 
Hearkens to their Complaints, and thus unknown, 
Talks with the Cit, the Soldier, and the Clown, 
Filbd with Remarks, remembers all he hears, 


Haſtes to the Caſtle, and yy appears, 


- 


Oh! were our Welles, all Uke him inclin'd! 
They'd prove the beſt Examples to Mankind, 
An honeſt Man wou'd ev's 'y Poſt ſupply, 

And proud Oppreſſion from the Injur'd, fly, 
Juſtice, w ;thout Corru prion, wou'd appear > 
The good Man's Refuge, and the Wicked's Fear; 
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* He made a Preſent of valuable Books to that Univerſity . 


New 


To the Lord CARTERET. 17 


New Paths of Goodneſs wou'd our Hearts entice, 
Right baffle Wrong, and Virtue baniſh Vice; 

This ſhowd we wiſh; tho? fear the wilh is vain, 5 
But as were happy let us not complain, 5 
Since all theſe Virtues in our Hero reign. 


May Fortune tend him with her pleaſing Store, 
The leſs he ſeeks her ſtilf purſue him more, 
May endleſs Joy and Pleaſure follow this,” 
Till Forrune cries non ultra to his Bliſs: ,  { 
Then may his Soul, (enlarg'd from mortal Clay) 
Soar to the Saints, and ſeek the Realms of Day, 
There laſting peace, and ſolid Bliſs hell find, 
Which can alone reward his virtuous Mind. 
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But now raſh Muſe deſcend; thy Flight recall, 
Soar not too high, leſt dang'rous be thy Fall, 
You only write his Merits on the Shore, 

Where, waſh'd by flowing Tides, it's ſeen no more: 
Let ſome great Pen, purſue the noble Prize, 
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In ſweeteſt Lays his Name immortalize, * 
The Poet then, not only will Proclaim 
Great Cart ret's Worth—but WF! neo to * 
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An ODE on CONTENT. 


J. 
BY anxious, urging Thoughts oppreſt, 


Awake, my Soul! to heav'nly Reſt! 

To which, impetuous Floods of Care ſ1bſide 

Sullen Woes and Damps around, 
1 In eternal Opiats drown'd, 
1 | | By this, relac'd as harmleſs Vapours glide. 
l nnn in 
Thus bleſs'd ſecure, beyond compare, 
Remov'd from ſurly Faſſions far, 


The Mind anticipates it's Happineſs; 

| | | Free from Peace, perplexing Strife, 

1 In a folemn Void of Life, 

6 Diffoly'd in Eaſe, it loiters into Bliſs, 

111 III. 

I | Loet Alria's Billows Mountain-high, | 

Wi | | Invade the Rocks and waſh the Sky; 

1 And thundring Tempeſts ſhake the ſounding Shore: 

In this Tranſport while I lye, 
Loft in ſoft Tranquility, 


To Terrors deaf, I ſlumber more and more. 


VI. This 


An ODE on CONTENT. 19 


5 | IV. 
This does ambitious Hearts diſmiſs, 


In vain they court and flatter this : [Spoils, 
And, pomp'd with Honcur's Hope, the glorious 
Vainly does the glitt'ring Luſt, 
{ Deſtin'd to corroding Ruſt, 
Propoſe it's Wealth, and avaritious Toils, 


Fo 
By ev'ry Rank, by ev'ry Age, 


By ev'ry Fool, by ev'ry Sage, 
This univerſal Ant idote's purſu'd: 
To lovely Daphne, in the Shade, \ 
Phœbus, Sighs and Ecchoes made, 
For this, he ſought the lovely Nymph, he woo'd, 


” VI. | 
You only, more than happy you, _ 


To whom, immortal Comfort's due, 
Whoſe candid, God-like Innocence appears: 

Above infeſting Tumults high, 

Above the noxious Peſts that fly, 
Almighty, rich CONTENT, for ever rears. 
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* 
HY, Celia, will you not comply? 


For you, my Paſſions ſwell, 
And tho' my Heart you mortify, 
It never ſhall rebel. 
II. 
The Queen of Beauty you outſhine, 
Your Charms, my Soul, ſubdue, 
O! then, to make you quite Divine, 
My Fate with pity view. 
GN If -; Is 
T'll to ſome tender Virgin fly, 
My Anguiſh to impart, 
Whoſe Beauty may decoy, my Eye, 
But cannot touch my Heart. | 
ein eur if 3; ant, 
Tis you, the Wiſhes all engage, 
Of him, who js your Slaye 
You only can my Pains aſſwage, 
And keep me from the Grave. 
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V 
Perhaps, my Love, may once be kind, 


Ah, no! the Thought is vain! 
fear ſhe'll never change her , 


But leave me to complain. 


1 
Since, Cælia, has a ſteely Heart, 


My Paſſions to reprove, 
h! may ſhe know no other Smart, 
Than That of lighted Love. 


On a RETIR D LIFE. 


| A Life's unhappy, with Content not bleſt, 


And heaps of Gold charm not the Miſer's 
[Breaſt 


hilſt, Riches we poſſeſs, no Pleaſures give, 
or that we cannot reach, we toil and live: 
"ith eager Steps provoke the weary Chace, 
hilſt a gay Cloud deludes the fond Embrace, | 
ion-Iike, we fall by juſt Decree, 

e court the Dangers, which, we plainly ſee, 5 
nd headlong ruſh away from Eaſe and Liber ty. 


e Happy 


* 


where Pride and Grandeur? s utterly unk nown, 
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Happy are thoſe that ſhun betimes the Bait, 
The g1lled Snares, which, on moſt great Ones wait; 
Altho' the ſplended Palace ſooths the Soul, 

Our Pains, the ſhining Azure can't controul, 

Or, add one Moment to the little Span 

Of Life, allotted to that Wretch, a Man: 

For whilſt we ſwell amidft new Scenes of Art, 
Corroding Sorrows will command a Part, [Heart 
And ſpite of all our Pomp, ſevercly probe the 


The low hung Chariot will not caſe onr Grief 
For a Child's Lofs, or, ſend the leaſt Relief; 

The brawny Slaves that careleſs hang behind, 
Put poorly cure the wretched, jealous Mind: 
When heaving Throbs the tortur'd Boſem rend, 
Our Gold and Grandeur prove a helpleſs Friend: 
Flagu'd with the Gout, or Cholick, then in vain 
For Faſe, we to the uſeleſs Droſs complain ¶ Gain. 
Doctors, and naufeotis Prags devour the ill· got 


0 might T I chuſe my humble Life wh 
Where no batb'd Steeds i in pompous ſplenJour tread, 


And each Juſt Paii's contented with their own; 
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Where happy Eaſe, and ſweet Contentment lives, 
And Heav'n in ſtore, it's quiet Bleiings gives; 


wv 


Not ſour'd with oug'it that can their Blifs deſtroy, 3} 
Where each ſoft Moment 1s a Heav'n of rl 
Heighten'd by juſt Degrees, and which can never 


Þ This, my dear Cælia's, all I with to taſte, 

8 Whilſt both my Arms encircl'd round thy Waſte, 
My ra viſh'd Eyes, on thine, for ever dwell, 
And my fond Heart the wondrous Secrets tell: 
Point how the gaudy Flowers catch the Eyes, 
What ſeveral Ways the genial Sap does riſe, 
Shew how the painted Tulip ſweetly blows, 
And whence the Colours of the ſcented Roſe, / 
Whilſt all in thy fair Face, their blended id 


{compoſe 


0 Ihis, my dear Girl, wou'd be a pleaſing Task, 
| And this, ye Pow'rs, is all on Earth I ask, 

From the minuteſt Thing, the God-head, raiſe, . 

Whilft round you azure Vault my 3 

each - | | (tray, 

Where rowling Worlds for ever form their Way; 

Where mighty Orbs, in wondrous Circles, move; 


And tuneful Spheres jo Harmony and Love, 1 
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Till loſt in Wonder on thy lovely Breac, 
My ſinking Soul ſhou'd find it's peaceful Reſt, / 


| [Language 555 
Pleas'd more than Art can pleaſe, and beyond 
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To BELINDA, 2h her exceſſive Paſ- 


ſion jor a MAN, that makes her 
no Return. 


OU love, you love, BeLINDA, to Exceſs, 
- Ungrateful Syzzenon ſtill regards you leſs, 
In this Misfortune, think you're not alone, 
But guets Pilander's Suff'rings, by your own ; 
To wiſh, to plead, to beg, the Task is mine, 
Tine, to preſerve— and to be tender, thine, 
On] let your Beauty rouze your Sex's Pride ! 
Diſdain the havghty Swain, his Form deride, 
Philander knows, what, to your Charms, 1s due, 
He mourns, he ſighs, he pines away for you, 
Withdraw that Paſſion you conceive in vain, 
And fix it, where *twill be return'd again, 
Then ſhall my Pain, which, now for Pity calls, 
Diſſolve like Snow, that on the Water falls, 
72 5 Pecreaſe, 
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Again AMBITION. 25 


Decreaſe, like ebbing Tides upon the Shore, 
Or, like a Sigh, vaniſh— and be no more, 
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Against AMBITION. 


AY AY, Anbition, with thy gaudy Trains, 
Of Pride, Pomp, Luxury, and all thoſe ills, 
Which, wretched Mortals ſtrive with ſo much Pains, 
To get and loſe their Healths, to pleaſe their Willy, 
Tormenting Rage! when airy Fancy flies, | 
And paints out Riches, Kingdoms, Monarchies : - 
The heaving Breaſt, 
Can gain no Reſt, 
Whilſt lab'ring Thoughts new Mountains raiſe, 
Of airy Honour, airy Praiſe, 


And the fir'd Soul, wou'd, in it ſelf, be great, 


Thus, whilſt the Beggar ſwells with empty State, 
The abject Body feels a wretched Weight ! 


But O! how fooliſh are the Pains we take, 
To gain the Triffle that is naw in view, 


With how much Guilt the ſorded Traſh we rake, 


That flies th Embrace as faſt as we purſue : 
That 
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26 Again AMBITION. 


That ſcare poſſeſt, the Soul, again 
Mounts in a new and higher Strain: 
The fo much long'd for Joy has loſt it's Taſte, 
And we, with equal Toil, after new viſions haſte : 
Till in the vain Purſuit, we, hated, fall 
Unheard, unpity'l, for one Moment, call, 
R:/olvd to Duſt, and our firſt poor Original. 


How faint the Pleaſures, gnilty Actions bring! 
Bow ſhort their Durance, and how ſharp their Sting: 
Repeated Ills muſt gain us Reſt, 
New Schemes of Folly fill the Breaſt, 


For Thonwght and Recollection Daggers prove, 

Tis Death, the Aſhes of paſt Ills, to move: 
Yet Conſcience! the dread Judge "twixt Good and Ill, 
Sometimes prevails, and triumphs Yer the Will: 

Then cou'd we ſee the vicious Soul, 

42 Amidſt ten thouſand Tortures rowl : 
Behold the dreadſul Conflict that's within, 
The juſt and true Reward of wilful Sin, | 


Sure we ſhou' qa Dae, to think what Wretches wel 
| „ been. 


In 
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In Praiſe of AMBITION. 


Mbition noble, great Deſire! 
The purer Part of Heav'nly Fire! 


Come warm my Breaſt, and let 'em ſee, 

What Man can do, inſpir'd by thee : 

In ancient Stories, Bards have ſung, 

How Honours from their Father's ſprung, 

I, to my ſelf alone, wou'd owe 

The Scource, from whence, my Honours flow ; 
Or, in the brave Attempt, I'd loſe F rs 
A worthleſs Life, which, few wou'd chooſe, 
To Drag in conſtant Miſery, 

When one bold Stroke wou'd ſet him free; 
For once reſoly'd, Death ſoon appears, 

Strip'd of Gs Terrors, which, he wears. 
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To CELIA. 


N vain will Songs of old from hence declare, 
A Grecian Beauty, or a ten Years War, 
Paris had otherways beſtow'd the Prize, 
Had he beheld the Fire of Calia's Eyes! 
And Stories that by Ancient Pards are told, 
Of Beauties caſt in Nature's faireſt Mould, 
Had to your Wit, and lovely Form giv'n Place, 
And they in Silence had admir'd your Face, 
For Words An never paint one ſingle Grace. 
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Upon CELIA's having a little Dog in 
her Lap, nam'd Cloe, written ex- 
tempore. 8 


a 8 four-footed Cloe, your Smiles can engage; 
Whilft a Shape that 3s human muſt bear with 
{your Rage, 
Since, thus, my Addreſſesby Calia's refus' 5 [ug d, 
Pray, who wou'd be Man? when a Dog's, f well 


aN a e 


On a CHINESE Paco. LIES 


”- „ S 


* 


A ah is Deity i is les. EET 
And diff rent Altars, diffrent Ways are ral: 0 
O'er India's Sands the wild Contagion reigns. 
Whilſt Light and Truth fill Albion's happy Plains; 
They, without Guides, trace out the hidden Way, 
Taught by.imperious Prieſts to tremble and obey, 
Whilſt we, more bappy, led by." Truth's. fair Clue, - 
The myſtick Pow'r, thro? fairer Opticks view. E 
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E gentle Sraphs, who the Virtuous guard, 

Let my dear Celia be your chiefeſt Ward, 

To you, 1 now commend the charming Fair, 
And leave her to your more immediate Care 
Let num' rous Angels watch each Step ſhe takes, 
Smooth all her Dreatns;& bleſs her when ſhe wa kes: 
Make ev'ry gloomy Minute ſwiftly fly, 
Charm each ſad Thought, and cancel ev'ry Sigh: 
And if there is a Moment, when you find 
Her Soul, to pity my poor Heart, inclin'd, 
Then, gently, gently, all my Suff*rings move, 
And tell her, that Philender dies for Love. 


88885 888858 TOES 332222225 GER 
F in _ Vouth ſuch . Wit Aue 
Tf fo much Beauty reigns in fourteen Years, if 


If we admire the now but budding Roſe, 


What Beauties will thy full blown Flow's diſcloſe! | 
When 


n 


Now to enſlave, and then repel, 


To My 7 


When rip'ning Time ſhall mellow ev'ry Grace, 
And add new Luftre to thy lovely Face: 

For if that Face does now like Infant-Light, 

With riſing Beauties hurt the wondring Sight, 
Who'll dare to look on thy Meridian Height, 
When the collected Rays together meet, [ Heat. 
And what before but warm'd, ſhall be immodrate 


eee e c e d RG eee 
To CRLIA. A Song. 
ALIA, her Beauties Love inſpire, 
Raviſh fond Man, and raiſe Deſire, 


| O! cou'd I claſp her in my Arms! =: 


— 
-/ 


| And revel o'er her ſacred Charms! 


On her fair Breaſts I'd panting lye, 5 - ] 
And tempt my Charmer to comply, A 5 
Then feaſt on Joys in extaſy. ro 


She conquers all without Controul, 
Delights the Heart, and tunes the Soul, bk 
Alas, ſhe knows her Pow'r too well, | 


— 
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32 On the COMMONALTY. 


Let God-like Man diſdain Deſpair, 


But if the Nymph deſpiſe your Prayer, ; 
Reſent, and range from Fair to Fair. 


Ne ee, CO EO 
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EN of low Souls in lower Fortunes run, 

Pully reſoly'd to drudge as they begun ; 
No Hopes of future Greatneſs ever warms, 
Riches and Honour have with them no Charms : 
The beaten Path, which, their Forefathers trod, - 
Is by the Sons ſtill made the conſtant Road, 
Inur'd to Toi], they, ſweating, earn their Food, 


Content to live 1 in Pain, and ignorantly Good. 


auld et tected tt eee 


ion a beautiful Laby, looſing both 
her Eyes. 


N lands mournful Eyes once une ſo bright, 
They ſet the World on Fire, zall 
Thoſe, wo, approach'd their dazling. Light, . 4 
Grew mad i Herce Deſire. 


Tho 


To CR L 1 * — 


Tho' thus they govern'd for a while, 
Their Charms now diſappear, 


Thoſe Eyes, which, us'd to raiſe a Smile, 


Now move a trickling Tear, 


So, does the Sun that's newly roſe, 
His glitt'ring Charms diſplay, | 
| 'Till envious Clouds ſtrait interpoſe, 

; And darken all the Day. 


ieee em e ee 


Io CELIA, complaining of her Cruelty. 


OY CXL1A4, why muſt I purſue? 
| And yet never hope to obtain, 
In Return for my Paſlion to you, | 

One Look that may flatter my Pain. 


N. 


O! why was your Face made ſo fair ? 

_ . Your Wit and your Shape ſo genteel ? 
Or, why are you prais'd ev'ry where? 
To add to the Tortures I feel, 


But. Cglia's grown proud of her Face, 
And ſcorns her poor Swain that adores, 


ww | © OR 


34 Complaining f her Cruelty. 


For ſhe is conſulting her Glaſs, 
Whilſt he, her loſt Mercy implores. 


Some Shepherd more happy than T, 

Is bleſt with your kindeſt Returns, 
In vain to each Willow I ſigh, 

And hopeleſs my Paſſion ſtill burns, 


Go, beautiful Cruelty, go, 
You laugh at the Fate of your Swain, 


Too late, you, repenting, may know, 


What you loſt by your haughty Diſdain. 


Yet, if ſo much Pity you have. 
To ſee me laid low in the Ground, 
Or, drop but one Tear on wy Grave, | 
'Twill cancel the Cauſe of my Wound. 


A Nn to the Towns: of 
Shrewſbury, for 4. N. s Com- 


pany. IN | 0:4 


Hen Ro seis Aouriſh'd 3 in the Roman State, 
*T'was Acting cluefly made him juitly great; 


A PROLOGUE to 


He was an Actor that deſerv'd the Name, 
And ſtands recorded in the Books of Fame, 
His Virtues and his Eloquence were rare, 

Such, as prefer'd him to his Monarch's Care : 
How, were the AQtors in thoſe Ages bleſs'd! 
Honour'd ! rever'd ! protected! and careſs'd ! 

| But we degen'rate from the Roman Time, 
And fancy, acting on the Stage a Crime: 
is a miſtaken Thought, and all aſſert, 
Men, in this way of Life may bave Deſert: 
Merit, in all Profeſſions ſhou'd be priz'd, 

And thoſe, who, act like Villains, be deſpis'd, 


por xs by Writing, ſtrive to baniſh Vice, 
| And we, by Acting which, is more conciſe: 
| Virtue, of Beauty always i is the Source, 


| As fair Example adds.to Precept, Force. 


bes. ces te a ae" 
To pleaſe the Fancy, and improve the Mind, 
We've been i in * Bondage for a while detain'd, 
Now broke our Chains and Liberty regain . 


ay 


dome © of the a were Imprifon'd | for Debt; 
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36 the Town of Shrewsbury. 


Thus wander'd here together as ye ſee, 

Being as yet but in our Infancy, 

Ladies, be pleas'd to ſtand in our Defence, 
All muſt fubmit and own your Influence. 

T am ſent here, the Cauſe of all, to plead, - 
Let me then have the Honour to ſucceed, 
ShrewsÞ'ry has always born a gen'rous Name, 
Now Jet us find that-Shrewsb'ry's ſtill the ſame, | 
If our Endeavours, ye deſign to crown, 
With one Conſent, the kind Agreement, own, 


ESSESSESSASIZESISIZSGSAS 


To CAL IA; 


IN IR Czt14a's Charms tranſparent ſhine, 
Enrich'd with Airs, which, grace her, 
She's full of Wit, and Truth divine, 
*Tis Heav'n to embrace her, 


Her Eyes, than Gems, are far more bright,” SUE 
| She's youthful, gay, aid lender, 4 
She lightens all the Shades of Night, 


From Ilts, ye Gods defend her. 1 


—— 


& 
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To CALIA. 


Her Lips are ſoft beyond compare, 
A lively Red aſſuming, 

Thro which, breaths, A; omatick Air, 
Each wanton Swain perfuming. 


Her jetty Hair hangs down in Rings, 
Dithevell\l on each Shoulder, 
Her roſy Bloom my Fancy wings, 
In Raptu:es I beheld ler, 


Ten thouſand Angels round her dance, 
To wait her airy Motion, 

Whilſt I, well pleag'd, watch ev'ry Glance, 
She's part of my Devction. 


Deſpairing Crowds befi'e her ſtand, 


And as ſhe's thus ſurcounded, 
By cunning Cupid's ſtrict Command, 
Each gazing Mortal's wounded, 


When we together ſport and play, 
I ſnatch a thouſand Kiſſes, 

But toying thus to paſs the Day, 
Encreaſes but my Wiſhes, 


G 


To 


38 To CAL1A. 


To her, I ever ſwiftly fly, 
Admiring ev'ry Feature, 
J wiihful gaze, and gazing, die, 


Adieu, divineſt Creature. 
C 


To CMLIA. The Complaint Redreſs d. 


OUR tedions Years my Cxr 1A fair, 

I wood, in hopes ſhe wou'd be mine, 
The Nymph unmindful of my Prayer, 
Left ſad Alexis long to pine. 


Tve cften plovgh'd the foaming Seas, 
My raging Paiſion to forget, 

Still fix'd in Love, receiv'd no Eaſe, 
But view'd the Billows wath Regret. 


My Love 1s ſlender, young, and gay, 
Her Stature, of a middle Size, 

Like ſome mild Sun ſhe gilds the Day, 
With Luſtre ſparkling from her Eyes, 


Her Beauty, Innocence, and Wit, 


Might place her in a Monarch's Arms, 
| wg And 


The Complaint redreſsd. 39 


And make his Royal Heart ſubmit, 
To join bis Glory to ber Charms. 4 


There's ſcarce an Alcove, Lawn, or Glade, 
But o'er I've rang'd to find Relief, 
Where, ſeated in ſome ſilent Shade, 
I've wept, to caſe my heavy Grif. 


So, when a Turtle haunts the Bowrs, 
Deſirous to indulge his Fate, 

He coo's away the creeping Hours, 
And mourns the Abſence of his Mate, 


At length the Fair obſerving this, 
Reſolv'd to play a grateful Part, 
Rewarded all my Pains with Bliſs, 
By giving me her tender Heart. 


Now CxLIA's mine, the Knot is ty'd, 
Well pleas'd, I'll make no more Complaint, 
For T've poſleſs'd the bluſhing Bride, 
And taſted Foys wou'd charm a Saint, 
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5 LEXIS once deſpairing lay, 
Beſide a purlivg Stream, 
Ou which, the Sun did brightly play, 


With many a wanton Beam. 


His briny Tears bedew'd his Face, 
With troubl'd I houg "ts oppre's'd, 

Till 2ozphons with his leaden Mace, 
Had char...'d his Soul to reſt. 


When ſtrait his Fancy in a Dream, 
(What oft hed wiſh'd in vai) 
Preſented Bathing 11 the Stream, 
The mph, who, caus'd his Fain. 
Pleas] at the diger, a while he Tay'ch 
And on the Bank he ſtood, 
Reſuly'd to caten the fleeting Maid, 
He plung'd into the Flood, 


he Flood more eruel than the Mail, 
The Swain did ſoon awake, 

His Miſtreſs, with his Dream, being fled, 
Le found his fond Miſtake, 


TJ 


—— 
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To CEL1A 


US T Gold {till conquer, Gold alone ſubdue, 

And honeſt Aris not have the Pow'r to move 
Riches are what the Fair ſtill keeps in view, 
None ere wichout, muſt 110pe ſucceſs in Love: 
Vain Youth, then ceaſe, nor dare thy thoughts to 
Amongſt ſome rural Mats thy Vaſſion tell, Craiſe, 
U,know 1, unthought cf, is thy humble Praiſe, 

Grandeur alone docs her fair Boſom ſwell : 

Hard Fate! that honeſt Love no Merit wears, . 
And gen'rous Conſtancy a Fault appears, 


None now muſt hopeSuccels from Vows and Teas. 
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The WIS H, at Sea. 
E gentle Winds, propitious Gales, 


: Be kind, and fill onr flagging Sails, 
And waft us to the wiſh'd for Shore; 
And thou, great Pow'r, who, doſt command 
The Winds, the Skies, the Seas, and Land, 
Whom, we wich tremoling do adore; 
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42 The WIS u, at Ses. 


Ol grant we may our wiſh'd for Port obtain, 
Free from Pyratick Men and Terrors of the Main, 


The Sea is calm, the Sky is clear, 

Our Hopes are bold, nor do we fear, 

The Ocean's ſmooth enticing Face , 

The Surges riſe, and Winds do blow, 

And Mountain Waves from Nothing grow : 
Deceitful Mirrour, fatal Gla's! 

That Pow'r, which, late we did With ſcorn deſpiſe, 
We now implore with trembling Hands and Eyes. 


Vain Men! that on your Knowledge do depend, 
And take each Science for your Frienq; 
Ambitious of yo ir knowing Souls ! 
Tou, whoſe long Life can't reach a Part, 

Of any Science, any Art, 

Know, that a mighty Go p your Pow'r cor trouls: 
A GoD revenging what you laugh at moſt, 


[ you boaſt 
Who, made you what you are, and gave you what 


» 
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To CELIA, the Uneaſmeſs of Love. 


X Bed, which once, the ſofteſt Seat of Reſt, 
| Calm'd all my Thoughts, and ſmooth'd my 


[ troubV'd Breaſts 
Now, ſpite of Toil, denies me ſoft Repoſe, 


\nd tires my Eyes, forbidding them to cloſe; 
ſe, Staring at Darkneſs, yet methinks I ſee, 

N fair, ſoft Image, repreſenting thee; 

Vhich, like the Di'mond, ſends a ſtronger Light, 

| elp'd by the Shades and Darkneſs of the Night : 
Thus tireſome Labour takes up all the Day, 

t Night, thy Form ſteals all my Reſt away. 

o Wonder then, my haggard Looks declare 
Their inward Motion, and inteſtine War: 

I/hen the Day's Labour with the Night don't ceaſe, 
aft put rather helps to aggravate my Peace: 5 


Is: 


Fhatf flard Fate! when Night and Day together join, 
And leave their Enmity to fill up mine, 

T ; in the Day thy beanteous Image, praiſe, 
e Night, the Stars thy ſoft Idas raiſe: 


44 To CELIA, ©c. 


Thus, the long Day no eaſe, my Sorrows find, 
And Darkncſs helps thoſe Gricfs, which, in it 
{ Peace ſhould find, 
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To the Same. 


Hus, when by Fortune, and by Man diſgrac'd, 
Thrown from thoſe dang'rovs Heights by 
[ Folly plac'd; 
Alone, with furious Cries, I vent my Grief, 
And trouble Heav'n, in vain, for my Relief: 
In vain, my Wiſhes, not upheld by Fate, 
To beg this Likeneſs, or that Man's Eſtate, 
Deſiring Arts and Sciences from Heav'n, 
Already not content with what is giv'n; 
Whilſt theſe uneaſy Thoughts row! in my Mind, 
I naply think on thee, and there I find 
Faſe——which, like Light above the eaſtern Hills, 
My Mouth with Songs, my Soul with Rapturefills; 
Scrait all correding Thoughts are forc'd away, 
Thy Sun of Beauty brightens all the Day, 
Diſpels the Clouds, and ſets each Motion free, 


Aud Kings not envy'd, when I think on thee. 
18 ol a 
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The Pleaſures of a COUNTRY LIFE. 


HE winged Fancics of the learned Quill, 
Tell of ſtrange Wonders, ſweet Parnaſſus Hill, 


Caſtalia's W ell, the Hlliconjan Spring, 
Star-ſpangl'd Vallies, where the Mules ſing, 


Adr ired Tales another Story yields, 
Of pleaſant Tempe, and th' Eliſian Fields: 


Yet theſe are nothing to the Sweet that dwells, 


lu low built Cottages and Country Cells. 


O! thrice, thrice happy he, who, ſhuns the Cares, 


| Of City Troubles, and of State-Affairs! 


And ſerving Ceres, Tills with h's own Team, 


His cwn free Laud, left by his F. iends to him, 


O! bleſt is he, who, tic'd with his Aſairs, 


Far from all Noiſe, all vain Applauſe, prepares 


To go, and underneath ſome ſilent Shade, 


Which, neither Cares, nor anxious Thoughts invade. 


Think on our Great CREATOR as we ougp it, 


Hcw, his leaff Work ſurpalles 


human Thug't, 


H 


46 The Pleaſures of a Country Liſe. 


View all the Wonders of his pow'rful Hand, 
And fee, how all Things move by his Command. 


W'ocou'd be ſo unkind as to perſuade, 

That I ſhow e'er forſake my Country Shade, 
Such Joys I &er ſhall love, and ſhall be pleagd 
From all the Town's Vexations to be eas'd. 


SILLS ERASER ISS EARS 


To a Laby, plaving on a Baſe-Viol. 


F all that know BEL1ND a now admire, 

If all that ſee her, glow with warm Deſire, 
Who'll dare to look when diff 'rert Charms combine, 
And her ſweet Vcice with artful Sounds ſha!l join? 
The double Harmony our Souls muſt more, 

And charm each trembling Fibre into Love, 
Subune, reſiſtleſs, every Gazer's Heart, 

| [Dart 
New ſtring her C:pid's Bow, and ſharper point his 
For, who, unmov'd, can hear the tuneful Strings, 
Wikcu to her Baſe, the loy'd BELiNDA ings, 


To 
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O Was thy Coaſtancy but like thy Face, 
Thy Dove- like Carriage not too like the Glaſs: 


True, thcu like that, art bright, yet brittle too, 


Softer than Wax, yet like that Wax, untrue : 


a Like the pale Lilly, with the Damask join'd, 
i None falſer, or, none fairer, can we find; 
When you, your Li,s, to mine, with eager Kiſs 
[Blifs: 
e, Have join'd, wilt Oaths confirm'd the panting 


How many pleaſing Tales have you then told, 


To keep that Love, you fear'd was growing cold: 


Yet, whilſt the Bliſs was wanton in your Mind, 


Tour PF ows, your Tears, and Oaths, were all but wind 


FEC 


To the Same, 


OWN, Fair Maid, that I deſerve the leaſt 
Of all your Lovers, tho? I love the beſt: 
Do My 


48 To the Saw. 


My Paſſion burns as ſtrong and pure as theirs, 


My Heart, Love's faithful conſtant Liv'ry wears: 
Not that the utmoſt that Mankind can do, 

Will cer deſerve ſo rich a Gem as you; 

T own I hardly hope, but yet I will 

Pay you my conſtant Vows, and love you ſtill: 
V'ith ardent Eyes behold your Reauties grow, 
Aimire my Chains, and hug my endleſs Woe ; 
Till ſpent with loving, I at laſt expire, 


Vidim to your hard Heart, and Martyr to Deſire. 
GS aannnan nenne 
To H—L L, Ef: 75 


O ſay from whence the hidden Cauſes riſe, 


Or, how a Paiſion ſeizes thro? the Eyes, 
From whence indiff'rent Faces, {hall appear 
To the fond Lover ſo divinely fair? 

Or, how the Soul by Cuſtom is betray” d, 
Now t' admire and love the once hated Maid, 
That even what we once with Horror view'd, 


$hall be, with au immod'rate Heat, purſu'd? 


To A—N E—LL, Fg: 49 


Or, why the Fair ſhall hate, the Lover burn ? 
Again, the Lover ſcorn the Maid's Return? 


The Man ailmi:'d, has neither Wit or Senſe, 


And him be hated, where they both commence; 


To thee, Great BARD! this Task is juſtly due, 


| This Task, thy Muſe alore, can kcep in view: 


Impetuous, in Iirda, ick Numbers, ſtray, 


Form a new Path, and ſmooth t unbeaten Way: 


Wnilſt lowly I, thy wondecuns Flights admire, 
Strive to reprint thy Steps, and catch thy Fire; 


In humble Songe, Loves little Pacuons tell, 


And imitate thy grcat O. igizal - 


Proud thus to Copy from ſo great a Hand, 


And touch thoſe Graces, you well command, 


SOIT EATEN Vd enn 


To Miſs B—» at D—2H, 


CA you not, SYLVI a, in my Eyes, 
Read what my Heart wou'd ſay ? 


Or, ſee my Vaſlion when my Sighs, 
Abruptly force their Way, 
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50 To Miſs Bb at D—cn, 


My Fear ev'n choaks each diſtant Sound, 
That ſhou'd my Tortu-e tell: 

And when I won'd diſcloſe my Wound, 
My fault'ring Words rebel. 


dure you miſt ſee how much I lore, 
Yet play a cruel Pact: 

Reſoivd my Conſtancy to prove, 
Aud deeply probe my Heart. 


Too ſtiialy Virtuous you appear: 
For Mcdeſty allows, 

To diſſipate a Lover's Fear, 
If he with Hunour vows. 


Confirm his Choice, and bid him live, 
To hope for juſt Returns, 

That, Tire may to his Paſſion give, 
The Joy, for which, he burns. 
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To the SAME, 


” Sabo long tumbling on my Bed, 
With aching Heart, and troubl'l Head, 
Striving if poli.ble, to find 

A Way, to diive you from my Mind ; 
Put ſtill the more I try'd and ſtrove, 

I found my ſelf the more in Love: 

And what was worſe, I kncw not when, 
Or, where, to mect with you again, 

To bleſs my Fyes With that dear Face, 
Where, ev'ry Beauty, ev'ry Grace, 
Were, eviry Form that Art, or, Nature 
Can join, to make a charming Creature, 
In jaſt Proportion ſweetly meets, 

And ev'ry Eye with Pleaſure greets, 


Your curling Locks on Forehead high, 

* Out-rival Jet and ſvory : 

Two charming Brows compoſe two Arches, 
| Where, Love in Triumph ever marches : 
And from thence with ſure ſurprize, 


Lil Cannon of your Eyes: 
Eills by the Cannon oz your Eyes: Youg 
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52 To the SAME. 


Your Noſe, the Knomon to your Face, 
Riſes with ſuch a gentle Grace, 

Pygmalion mig'tt have ſcorn'd his Art, 

And form' from yours that beauteous Part; 
Your lovely Cheeks for ever gl w, | 
Like Roſes mix'd with new fali'n Snow: 
And then your Lips I preſs with Kiſſes, 
Which, can't be done without warm Wiſhces; 
Red, ſoft, and plump, beyond ce mpare, 
Your Breath, like Bloſſoms, ſcent the Air: 
Your Month ſo fweetly form'd, it ſezms, 
As Nature made you by Extreams : 

And taen the Muſick of your Tongue, 
Excells whatever Syrens ſung : 

Yet if 'cis poſſible to be, 


Your Chin excells in Symmetry. 


WAT is't this wond'rous Pile ſupports ? 
A Neck, where ev'ry Grace reſorts: 

Not Marble Pillars can appear 

So form'd, ſo round, ſo white, ſo fair; 
Below, juſt peeping *bove your Stays, 
Iwo ſnowy Breaſts their Beauties raile, 


— 


Where 


ere 
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Where wanton, amorous Cypids play, 

Our Hearts on purpoſe to betray : 

Your ſlender Waſte, by juſt Degrees 

Grown ſmall, each Gazer's Eyes does pleaſe ; 
But then below—— ay, ther's the Tain, | 
Which, I muſt never dare to ſing: 

"Tis an unknown, inchanted Shore, 


Which, none but Hymen muſt 1mplore, 
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Io Mrs. HII. 
T TArmonions Muſick fills each pleaſing Song, 


And gentle Accents dwell upon thy Tongue, 


Such ſweet Behaviour all thy Actions crowns, 
As Thought can't reach, but wondring Silence owns. 


To Mrs. A 


8 URE in thy Smiles, the Joys of Heaven dwell! 
And in thy Frowns, the tort'ring Pains of Hell: 

Smile on dear Fair, and bleſs my wiſhful Sight, 

Whilſt thy ſweet Eyes diſpel the Shades of Night. 


R, 
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To Miſs E 


W ſhall I ſay of thee, thou tender Flow'r? 
Thou heav'nly Bliſs of ev'ry coming Hour: 

Thy graceful Mien, thy Wit, and lovely Air, | 

Prove thee the Fav'rite of the circling Fair; 

May Joys revolving dance away thy Days, 

Whilſt thy ſweet Charms, ſoft Pailiong, ever raiſe, 

When cruel Death ſhail end thy happy Years, 

Mankind ſhall mourn, and melt away in Tears. 


ALITALIA ESI 


NN 


The DiscoveRy, m Imitation of | 
LORD LANDSDOWN. To the cele- 
brated, ingenious, and beautiful 
Ars. A—D—WS. 

To" Darling of my Heart! moſt heav'nly Fazry! 

Long haſt thou been my Muſe's chiefeſt Care: 

Slighted by thee, I, (1gn'rant of my Crimes :) 


Oer Seas, and Mountains paſs'd, to diſtant Climes: 
From Albion's Shore, o're Ruſka's frozen Lands, 


7 


Again, from thence, ver India's burning Sands: 


But 
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But all theſe Tryals cou'd not eaſe my Pain, 
And all Attempts to baniſh thee— were vain : 
Read o'er theſe Lines, and think how all agree, 
And then, from hence, learn how to pity me: 
Here, you will find, you've always been in view, 
All, that toCxr1A's ſaid, is meant to you, 
Except that Letter, from Alexis ſent 

To Celia, which, to you, is nothing meant: 
You are Divine, tho' you, my Heart, perplex, 
She, the Reverſe, the Scandal of her Sex : 

O! cou'd you view the Workings of my Heart! 
Yowd find it's Conſtancy in ev'ry Part: 

In vain, I ftrive, for Happineſs to ſue, 

By Fortune curs'd, and doubly curs'd by you: 
I ſhou'd, in Death, a Reſt from Troubles, find, 
1 the unhappieſt Wretch, of all Mankind, 
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10 CEL TA. 


TE is almoX impoſſible for you to think how 
great a Shock I met with in parting with you 
If Wiſhes were not vain, I wou'd be in a moment 
with you: Fly, as quick as Thought, and gently 
whiſper in your Ears, the Sufferings of my Soul — 
Cou'd you but conceive my Vain, lam convinc'd, it 
wou'd ſooth your Negligence into a Concern, 
charm you into Fondneſs, and fill that dear, 
that ſoft, that tender Breaſt of yours with a 
pitying Notion of my Diſtreſs It you dare 
venture to truſt me with your Heart, I ſwear, 
by all thoſe little Gods, that dance about your 
Eyes, the Man is not born, that wou'd treat 
it better than I will—— I had rather fancy my 
ſelf Maſter of it, than believe that I am Emperor 


of the whole World 
I ' often gaze upon your Ticture with ſtedfaſt 


Eyes, kiſs it der and oer a thouſand times: 
then, with a breaking Heart, bath it With 
my guſhing Tears— I court it, but it anſwers 
not— I chide it for not ſpeaking, but it {till 
continues dumb-— it ſings me no pretty Songs 
as you usd to da——- the Eyes, want the Sweet- 
wn and agreeable Fire the Tongue, a Flu- 
ency of Wit— the Voice, the harmonious Mu- 
ſick— the Face, a becoming Smile— the whole 
Aſpect, a ſweet, prevailing Air— and the Head, 
an engaging Nod I ſay, each of theſe, wants 
the enlivening Beauties of the Original —. 


ALL 


D A K Ü 


ALL my Thoughts are employ'd to make you 
happy, in whoſe Happinels, conſiſts my owu— 
Nothing can remove my unbounded Paflion ; 
my generous, and conſtant Flame, ſhall never 
ceaſe to burn, but glow within my Breaſt, to 
warm my Blood, and chear my drooping Heart— 
Ol *tis mighty Love! the Effect of your Charms, 
will refine my Thoughts, direct my Tongue to 
utter ſoft Things, govern my Actions, and in- 
fpire my Soul to do all that's Great and Good! 
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To the SAME, 


1 CAN Nor after receiving ſo kind a Letter, 
content my ſelf with tne bare anſwering it 
but once: my languiſhing Soul, which, is over- 
come with the Softneſs of your Strain, and Po- 
liteneſs of your Stile, deſerts it's Abode, and flies 
to you: it attends you in all the Actions of Life, 
nd approves your Conduct in every Step you 
ake Your Tenderneſs, I aſſure you, Madam, 
ielps to lighten and ſupport the Weight of my 
hains—— I ſhun all Company and Diverſions, 
and never think my ſelf ſo happy, as when alone, 


er to my ſelf: I ſuffer my Imagination to de- 
eive me a while, by fancying that you are with 


and gives me Time to grieve at the Misfortune 
being deceiv'd by a falſe Pleaſure— I ſearch 
or you, in Woods, Groves, Lawns, Alcoves, flow- 
y Meads, filent Shades, in ſweet Retreats by pur- 
ing Streams, and 1n all the delightful Places of 

Nature 


and even then, I am become, as it were, a Stran - 


e: but ſoon, alas, the empty Fantom flies me, 


— — me a — 


59 To the SAME, 


Nature I call to you, but you anſwer not — 
I play upon my Flute in theſe ſolitary Places 
ſome penſive Air; the tuneful Birds, and little 
hleeting Flocks, auſwer to the Sound and indulge 
my melancholy Hours 'Tis 1n vain, I feek 
you, I can find you no where but in my Soul, 
there you may reign, and freely range without 
Diſturbance, there you may 1718 the Reins, and 
uſe me as you pleale—— In Peauty, and Per- 
fections, you as much excel the reſt of your 
Sex, as Innocence ſurpaſſes Guilt, or, my tender 
Pajtion exceeds that of Hate —- I never ſmile, 
or, fay a ſoft Thing, in the Company of any 
of your Sex, leſt I ſhou'd commit a Robbery 
from that Store, which belongs, not to my ſelf, 
but you I have not a Thought, a Wich, or 
| Sigh, but what are all employ'd for you, for 
vonr Sake they are concerv'd, and in your Ser- 
vice they expire —— as my Love for you, ſhall 
never know any Bounds, ſo I will ſet none to 
the Pleaſure I find in rehearſing it, 


. 
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To the SAME. 


Havre now ſufficient Reaſon to chide you 
for not granting thoſe Bleſſings, which, are 

in your Power to beſtow upon me in my Ab. 
{ence, I mean your unkind Neglect of Writing 
however, be it as it will, uſe me as you pleaſe 
1 muſt ſtill own my ſelf your Slave—— You! 
Smiles may make me happy even in the midi 
ef Misfortüunes; but your Frowns, I believe to Þ: 
| greats 


To the SAME. 59 


ces ſereater Torments than thoſe of Hell Do you 
tle NKuow what 1 ſuffer for your Silence? Can you 
Ige (once imagine it ?—— No— It you did, you are 


©: too tenderly form'd by Nature, than willing- 
ly to encreale my Anguiſh —— You lee, Madam, 
I had rather believe you ignorant of the Pains 
I ſuffer, than judge you to be guilty of a cru- 
el Action What muſt I do, to be bleſs'd 
with your Affection? — Is it impoſſible for me 
to be made ſo happy? ——— Are you reſolv'd 
to be always deaf to my Complaints? 
Can nothing, I ſay, engage _ to believe 
my Aſſertions? — If ſo, I am the moſt miſera- 
ble Man alive! | 

I Was Yeſterday at Court, where there was 
a fine Ball; the Ladies made a gay Appear- 
.Wance, were richly dreſs'd, and ſeveral adorn'd 
with Brilliant Necklaces, but I ailure you, Madam, 


gaging as my dear CL IA. When you dreſs 
your {elf in Brilliants, every Gem proves a Ble- 
miſh, and hides a natural Beauty You are 
Beautiful by Nature, but all others ſeem (to 
me) ſcarce agreeable by Art —— There's not a 


Influence of your Charms! You are envied 
vou by your own Sex, but ador'd by ours In ſhort, 
_ areMWpraiſe you without Flattery, commend you with- 

About Art, chide you without Anger, and love you 

without Bounds, 18 


To 


I ſaw not one Lady there, that ſeem'd half ſo 
tempting, or, appear'd a thouſandth Part fo en- 


Day that paſles, whenever you vouchſafe to 
grace the Mall, but thouſands feel the powerful 


| 
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W Ar Language can I find ſtrong enough, 
to expreſs my Gratitude, for your kind, 
and engaging Epiſtle? How ſhall 1 be able to 
deſcribe thoſe Tranſports of Joy I felt, when I 
open'd it, and ſaw the Contents were pen'd by 
thoſe dear Hands of thine ? — Cou'd you but 
have view'd me at that Inſtant, you wou'd have 
feen diſplay'd, the tendereſt Marks of Padlion, 
that ever ſtarted from the Soul of Man! I 
own my ſelf unable to purſue the Task, be- 
cauſe my Sentiments flow faſter than I can find 
Words to ſpeak their Meaning Oh! lend 
me ſome of thy inchanting Eloquence; with 
ſuch divine Afliftance, I cou'd relate a Tale, 
that ſhou'd bewitch the diſtant World Thy 
ſoft, and tender Lines, will charm the Gods 
themſelves: they! — even they! muſt own the 

werful Influence of thy delightful Strain 
If heavenly Powers ſubmit — What will become 
of ſuch a frail Wretch as me? — Why, I am 
diſtractedly in Love, and every coming Hour 
encreaſes ſtill my raging Paſſion. 

IT was kind of you (dear Cx L 1A) juſt in 
the midſt of melancholy, and deſpairing Thoughts, 
to bleſs me with your tender Letter ——It came 
(if poſſible) more welcome to me, than free Par- 
don to a dying Man—— I call it a Reprieve 
from Death, my preſent Staff of Life, a Cor- 
dial Tincture for my breaking Heart I kals 
it o'er and o'er a thouſand times then read 


it, and as I read perceive new Life and vn 
| ow 


e. 
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flow thro? every Vein 
will thy {oft Expreiſions lead me? to what un- 
bounded Heights of Love! —— Oh! coriiniie 10 
feed my tranſported Soul, and all it's cager a- 
ſions, with the all-powerful Eloquence, the lever 
failing Wit! the tender, dear, deludiug Language! 
the ſoft, inchanting Muſick! waich, dwell on t iy 
bewitching Tongue, 


To the SAME. 


* > ſee I have a mind to puniſh yon, for 


the many uneaſy Hours you have ocraſi- 
on'd me, thro! your Neglect of Writing — I'm 
induc'd to believe, I cannot do it mare ſeverely 
at this Diſtance, than by giving you the conſtant 
Trouble of reading over my unregarded Letter:— 
Im reſolv'd to continue War with you, wailſt 
abſent: By reaſon, when I am with you, my 
Reſolutions will vaniſh at Sight of your celeſti- 


al Charms; your Tongue will ſooth my Reſcut- 
ment into Love, and I ſhall be obligd to make 


a Peace upon your Terms. — — | 
I Have juſt now engag'd an Army of Cu- 
PIDs to ſupport my Cauſe, who, have all ſworn 
to be faithful: they have receiv'd new Pows 
and Arrows: but I have given them Orders, 
when they attack your Perlen, not to disfigure 
you, but only make your Heart, the Center of 
their Aim: and I have promis'd, whoever wounds 
you there, to reward him in a moſt bountifl 
Manner If they ſhou'd fail in the Execu ion 
of my Commands, I ſhall be at a loſs how to 
proceed againſt you — 3 the greateſt, 
„ aud 
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Oh! whither, whither, 


| 
I's 
(! 
i! 
if 
IT 
$1; 
[: 
Ii 
if 
10 
1 
ll 
1 
if 
j 


they are a plalp, downright, cunning, Set of 


. To the SAME. 


and ſincereſt Paſſion, that was ever form'd in 
the Breaſt of Man, may be of any Conſequence; 
if it ſhou'd, I will puniſh you in a moſt el- 
fectual Manner. é 


CCC 


To the SAvE. From the Hague. 


AM juſt arrivel here in good Health, 

but have had a very fatiguing Journey 
T think there is nothing now, can deprive me 
of that unſpeakable Happineſs I promiſe my 
ſelf, but ſudden Death, or the Danger of the 
Herring-Pond The laſt I wrote you, was 
what I call a genteel Letter, but there is no 
Wonder to be made at it, if you'll conſider, that 
I was ſome time at Court, and had the Honour 
to kiſs Prince F Hand, which, inſpir'd me 
with ſome polite Notions of Raillery, that are not 
common with me, and ſeldom, or never to be met 
with, in my Writings——As I am now remov'd 
from Court, you muſt content yourſelf with the 
Manner of my old, common, home-ſpun Stile—— 
tho' I am at preſent in the fineſt Village ini 
the whole World, where the States reſide : yet, 


Men, that 


cal much more in Politicks, than 
Politeneſs, 
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To the SAME. 


T is now ſeven Days (or rather Years, for 

ſuch I think them) ſince I was bleſs'd with 
your delightful Company: and yet, I can juſt- 
iy affirm, few Moments have paſs'd, wherein, 
you have not employ'd my inmoſt Thoughts, and 
ſhar'd my ſwecteſt Wiſhes but as my Ab» 
ſence, will in ſome meaſure clear you from that 
Uneaſineſs, which, my Enemies occaſion, on 
account of my unwelcome Viſits: ſo, I content 
my ſelf with the Pleaſure only of writing to 
you, to enquire after your Health, and at the 
ſame time, to allure you of the Sifcerity of 
my everlaſting Paiſion. ' 

TAI Uſage I have receiv'd, (without deſęrv- 
ing it,) wou'd have rouz'd any Man to Reſent- 
ment, that did not think, and love as I do 
I lament, and mourn my illeSucceſs whole me- 
lancholy Hours alone. 

On! how happy might you make me, with 
no Detriment to your ſelf, if you were inclin'd 
lo to do——— Were you a little more tender 
hearted, you wou'd prove immortal; here lyes 
your only Failing, and there is none you way 
correct with greater Faſe—— I am determin'd, 
however, not to deſpair, but hope for a juſt Re- 
turn, by my long, faithful, and unwearied Ser- 
vice, and Continuance to adore you. 
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Doug not but this may occaſion a Surprize, 
being from one, whom as yet, you have no 
Knowledge of — = Neither do I remember ever 
to nave leen you —-: but the Deſcription 
cf wvour Perſon, and an Account of thoſe Per- 
fections. which, all that know you, agree you 
are Niſtreſs of, have made an intire Conqueſt 
of my Heart— pray nſe it kindly as a Stranger, 
if vou make it no Return for the Homage it 
zays you. | g 
You knew, Madam, for what End we were 
all created to ſerve that eteri:al, and divine 
PG NG, who, form'd us —— to be uſeful to each 
other, to endeavour to improve human Society, 
ald ro encicale the World Now I cannot ima- 
giethattiematchleſs Mils—refolves to die a Maid, 
i being fo contrary tothe End ſhe wasdeſign'd for 
hut as we cannot anſwer for our Inclinations, I will 
here impaitially give you a Sketch of my Perſon 
and Temper, althé' it is the moſt difficult Part to 
pe form, for a Man to ſpeak of himſelt —I am a 
Gentleman and was born in London, have 
had a Liberal Education, am twenty eight Years 
Old, about five Foot eight Inches high, neither fat 
or Jean, rather inclining to the firſt than laſt 
Black Eye-brews, grey Eyes, full Fac'd, no Marks 
cf the Small-pox, of a brown Manly Complex1on, 
ſtrait Limb'd. well Set; ſtrong, hearty, and health- 
fal So much for my Perſon z now for my 
Temper —— I love to live moderate and well, but 
Noi extravagantly I ſeldom Drink, except a 


Glaſs of Wine waen IEat I love pla in Cloaths, 


— 


but 
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but of the beſt Sort — I think no Linnen too i 
fine———1 love to ſee a Woman gay, and well 
Dreſs'd I Drop an Argument if my Antago- 
niſt grows too warm I avoid Diſputes as much 0 
as pollible———T dearly love a Friend, but am 1 
choice, whom I make ſo I am mild, and not [.. 
paſlionate ——1I ſeldom give a Challenge, but ne- 

ver refuſe one from my Equals —— I am ſo muc i a 
Philoſopher, as to receive bad News without too 
much Grief, or hear good, without Exceſs of Joy — | 
My Education is improv'd by Travelling— Thus, | 
Madam, I have troubl'd you with a brief Deſcripti- |: 
on of my (elf, and I want nothing to Compleat my | 
Happinels but your Smiles However, let your if 
Reſolution be what it will, I am reſolv'd, never i 
to break my Heart for any of your Sex, 
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To Mr. ———ByaLADy. | 
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BY this Time, no doubt you Condemn me for 
my long Silence, but when you know the 
Reaſon, you cannot: Your Letter came not 
to Hand 'till late laſt Night. intended to 
have fiſen early this Morning to have aniwer'd 
it, and at the ſame time, requeſt the Favour of 
your agreeable Company —— But as Di:appoint- 
ments are grown Familiar to me, I am the leſs 
uneaſy —— Before I roſe from my Bed, a neigh- 
bouring Lady (thro! the Careleſneſs of my Maid) 
enter d my Bed-Chamber, and intends to ſpend 
the Day with me Thus, my evil Genius ne- 
yer fails to put a ſtop to my imaginary 7 * 
| ure 
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To Mr. 


66 


ſure, and has Rob'd me of the Company of my 
Dear Philander But you muſt forgive me, if 
I tell you, your well-writ Epiſtle is owing more 
to your good Senſe and Complaiſance, than the 

Effects of Love. ETD | 
I perceive you underſtand our Sex's blind Side, 
and think it no Crime to Flatter, with the Vain, 
it may do, but not with me —— If any thing 
cou'd * me, it would be that plain open- 
hearted Way of dealing, which, I, my ſelf, pro- 
feſs And tho' I am not Wiſe, believe I am 
not the greateſt Fool in the World To love 
any Man but Mr. X is not in my Power, 
and therefore Impoſſible — I have often heard 
you ſay, good Ulage in time will wear off the 
ald. and create a new Paſſion: but give me leave 
to know my own Temper, and aſſure you to 
the Contrary I know what is due to you 
as a Man of Merit, but can never love again, 
that we can't ſhare, who can command Hearts ?— 
my very Soul is wrapt up in Mr. K —— TI know, 
I ſhou'd not tell you this, but you force it from 
me; blame me not for my Sincerity I am 
ſenſible the World condemns me for my invin- 
ctble Paſſion for an ungrateful Man But it 
is not in my Power to paint my Weakneſs to 
you —— For your Sake only, I attempt to let 
on ſee your fond Miſtake, to let you ſee, I 
. a more than friendly Regard for you, 
take this as a Proof In vain, I ſtrive 
to form a peaceful Mind, that is never to be 
retricv'd —— therefore, I ſhall be prond to have 
the Honour to call you my Friend, but ne- 
ver teaze me with Tales of Love: — Believe 
me, 'tis my Temper, the moment a Man ſpeaks 
Truth, and ſpeaks of Love, my Soul ſickens 
and abhors him—— On the contrary, if the 
ik | Man 
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Man I chuſe to converſe with, behave to me, 


as in general, I am eaſy —— If the Truth can't jd 
plead an Excuſe. for all I have faid, I beg par- hl 
don-—- and if I have ſpoke too freely, tis of q 


my ſelf, nothing being meant to you, but the 
bet of Wiſhes from the unhappy 


BELINDA, 
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To the CouNrEss of WARWICK, on 
her Marriage with Mr. ADDISON. 


Ms1Tion long has Woman's Heart betray'd, 
And Tinſel Grandeur caught th' unwary Maid; 
The pompous Stiles, that ſtrike th* admiringThrong. 
Have glitter'd in the Eye of Beauty long : 

You, Ma DAM, firſt the female Taſte improve, 
And give your Fellow-Charmers Laws for Love; 
A Pomp you covet, not to Heralds known, 

And ſigh for Virtues equal to your on; 

Part in a Man immortal greatly claim, 

And frown on Titles, to ally with Fame: 

Not Edward's Star, emboſs'd with ſilver Rays, 

Can vie in Glory with thy Conſort's Bays , 

His Country's Pride does Homage to thy Charms; 
And ev'ry Merit crowds into thy Arms, 
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68 To the Counteſs of Warwick. 


While others gain light Conqueſts by their Eyes, 
„J is thine with Wiſdom to ſubdue the Wile: 
To their ſoft Chains, while courtly Beaux ſubmit 
*Tis thine to lead in Triumph captive Wit 
Her ſiging Vaſſals let Clarinda Boaſt, 
Of Lace, and languiſhing Cockades the Toaſt , 
In Beauty's Pride, unenvy'd let her reign, 
And ſhare that wanton Empire with the Vain: 
For thee, the Arts of Greece and Rome combine, 
And all the Glories, Ca To gaimd, are thine : 
Still waxwic k in thy boaſted Rank of Life, 
But more illuſtrious, than when W a xw IC K's Wife» 


Come forth, reveal thy ſelf, thou choſen Bride, 
And ſhew Great NAss Au's Poet by thy Side; 
Thy bright Example ſhall inſtruct the Fair, 

And future Nymphs ſhall make Renown my Care 
Embroid'ry leſs ſhall charm the Virgin's Eye, 
And kind Coquets, for Plumes, leſs frequent die; 
Secure ſhall Beauty reign, the Muſe it's Guard, 
The Muſe ſhall triumph, Beauty it's Reward, 
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In Imitation of the 23d. Ode of 


the Firs} Book of HORACE. 
I. 
ALINA flies me like a Fawn, 
Whoſe tender Dam has wildly ſtray'd , 
So trips the Fields, bounds o'er the Lawn, 
Of ev'ry Breath of Air afraid, 


Still urges on, by Fear yet fleeter made. 


IT. 


If Zepbyrus whiſpers thro' the Trees, 


Of the ſoft Spring's refreſhing Gale, 
She quakes amid the fanning Breeze, 
Her tim'rous Doubts ſo far prevail, 
That her Knees tremble, and her Face turns pale, 
III. 

Fear not, I'm none of Africk's Brood, 

No hungry Tyger, chaſing Prey, 
o Lyon, panting after Blood, 

I ſeek thee for delighttul Play, 
Chowrt ripe for Man: thy Rattles throw away, 
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To Miſs B—w, upon her Snuff-Box 
being ſet with a Diamond, reſem- 
bling a Heart. 


ELIND A's Looks ſuch Joys impart, 

As nought appears, but Love and Peace, 
Were Eyes, the Emblem of the Heart, 
The Lover's Pains wou'd quickly ceaſe. 


But plac'd in open View, we find 
Such Incoherence with her Smiles, 

Our fancy'd Pleaſures, like the Wind, 
Fleet off, whilſt ſhe our Hopes beguiles/ 


In vain, Celinda, ſooths our Smart, 
She doubles but, alas, our Flame, 
Whilſt ev'ry Lover views her Heart, 
Hard-hearted till he ſees the ſame, 
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Upon a GNA x. 


J. 
A in the Mall my CzL14 ſhone, 


And drew the Crowd to gaze, 
A wanton Gnat came buzzing on, 
To gambol in her Blaze. 


II. 
Enlighten'd by her lucid Beams, 


And urging Bliſs, too nigh, 

Th attractive Beauty's pow'rful Streams, 
O'erwhelm'd it in her Eye. 

III. 

Mean while her clouded Sight ſhone dim, 
Her Sun thro! Miſts appears, 

Moiſt Anguiſh roſe above the Brim, 
And flowd away in Tears, 


IV. 
This Gallant Inſe# damp'd her Fire, 


By it's ambitious Flight, 
The Gnat, that durſt ſo high aſpire, 
She rub'd to Duſt in ſpite, 


L 2 O Gnat? 


72 Upon a GNAT. 


O Gnat! too happy thus to die, 
My CzL14a mourns thy Fate, 


She kills me ev'ry Day, yet I, 
No Pity can create. 


Myſterious Sex! by Cuſtom led, 
Mere Trifles moſt to prize, 
O Truth! to turn a Lover's Head! 
They murder Mex, and weep for FL1ts. 


CEASE ESI ARIEL SIEGE 


A GENTLEMAN upon the Point of 


Death, ſends his WIH E ſome Re- 


proaclies. 


MADAM, | 

OUD I whilft expiring entertain an Eſteem 

for you, it wou'd vex. me to the Heart to 

die but, ſince I can no longer Value you, 
it's not worth my while to live —— I was fond 
cf Life, only that I might paſs it with you 
agreeably but now, ſince a {mall Share of Me- 
Tit, and a great Paſlion, have not been able to ob- 
tain your Love, 1 no longer care to live, and Death 
is going to reſcue me from a world of Miſery — 
were you capable of the leaſt Tenderneſs, you 
cou'd not behold me in this deplorable Conditi- 
on, and not burſt into a Flood of Tears: but, 
thank God, Nature has arm'd you againft all E- 
| | TOR OV motions 


On Miſs HARvEy, 53 


motions of this Kind; and if you cou'd eve 
Day ſtudy to render that Man miſerable, who, 
lov'd you the moſt in the World, well may 
you ſee him die without the' leaſt Remorſe. 


Adieu. 


On Mſs Harvey, bemg aiDay od. 
In Imitation of Mr. P—p's. 


ITTLE Girl in fvadling Cloaths, 
Mother's Eyes, and Father's Noſe, 
Little Mouth, where on a Row, 
White and even Teeth will grow, 
And the Dimple on the Chan, 
Juſt beginning to begin : 
And the Skin ſo fair and ſleek, 
And the Roſes in the Cheek; 
And the Neck and milk-white Breaſt, 
Which, hereafter ſhall be preſt, 
And the ſnowy Hand and Arm, 
Which, as yet, can do no Harm; 
And the Waſte ſo ſmall and round, 
Little Waſte with Roller bound; 
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74 being a Day Old. 


And what 1s, and will be, by, 

For which, Thouſand Swains will die: 

Keep her Heav'n from all Harms, 

Give her all her Mother's Charms / 

Give her all her Father's Wit, 

Save her from Convulſion Fit ! 

May her Teeth with eaſe be bred, 


And the taper Leg and Thigh, 


May ſhe keep her MAI DpEN READ, 
*Till fhe's in her Bridal-Bed. 

Then may ſhe be free from ſnarling, 
May ſhe be her Husband's Darling ! 
May her Days be Peace and Reſt! 
Like her happy Parents, bleft! 

And may they, my Cares to drown, 
Give the PoET, Half a Crown, 


eee PHENYL ELDINY 


Upon a FEATHER. 


F CxL14 but wears it, a Frather's a Charm, 
Ah! who can be ſafe, if a Feather can harm? 
Since e'er I beheld it, the Life I have led! 
All Joy, and Content, with that Feather is fled! 


Fly, 


. 


| 
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To Miſs MOLLY W—-B—ñN, &c. 75 


Fly, Youth, from that Beauty whoever thou art? 
And warn'd by the Feather, beware of the Dart. 


SR RI Room RS 


To Miſs MoLLy W-, occaſion'd 


by a ſatyrical Copy of Verſes ſhe 
wrote on Mr. W—$SH, on account 


of his Dancing at the Caſtle of 
DUBLIN. 


, the Dapper Spark ſo ſmart, 

Own, that you have won my Heart, 
Your PoE M is ſo ſoft, and ſweet, 
Harmonious Lays and Senſe compleat ! 
How bleſt am I! My little Size, 

Can pleaſe your Fancy. and your Eyes, 
Yet, Madam, give me leave to ſay, 

You did not all my Parts ſurvey, 

You know not all that I can do, 

Nor how I pleaſe the Ladies too! 

But now your Charms my Soul ſubdue, 
My Eyes ſhall gaze on none but you: 
O let me on them dwell a while, 

The Wonder of Hibernia's Ile, 


76 ＋ o Miſs MOLLY W—B—N, &c. 


Thy pretty, ſmooth, inviting Face! 
Thy eaſy Air, and lovely Grace: 
And thy deſp'rate, killing Eyes! 
Eyes! cut out, to tyrannize, 

And the Language of thy Tongue, 
Sweet's the Song that's by you ſung! 
And thy Neck ſo round and white, 
And thy Carriage ſo polite, 

And thy Breaſts that raiſe Deſire, 
Breaſts that all Mankind admire, 
And thy ſmall, and ſlender Waſte, 
Never yet by Man embrac'd, 

May Heav'n keep thee always chaſte, 
And thy Body ftrait and tall, 

And thy Legs fo long and ſmall, 
Tho' my Smalnels you lament, 

Big enough to give Content: 

Now to wiſh you well (my Charmer) 
May you wed ſome Country Farmer, 
Broad ſhoulder'd, brawny, big, and bluff, 
Ranting, roaring, ragged, rough, 

Or, that's luſty, able, ſtrong, 


Thus the Daeezz ends his Song, * 
| Upon. 


F 


Upon a RIVAI. 


I, 
Of all the Troubles, all the Cares, 


7 


With which, our Lives are curſt, 


Of all the Pains a Lover bears, 
A RIVAL, is the worſt, 


II. 
By Partners in another Kind, 


Afflictions eaſy grow 
In Love alone, we hate to find 
Companions in our Woe, 


1 III. 
My Dear, for all the Pains you ſee, 
Are working in my Breaſt, 
beg not that you'll pity me, 
But that you'll ſlight the reff, 
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Deborah and Barak. 


Judges, Cnap. v. 


_— 


The ARGUMENT, 


= 
= The Children of Iſrael, having done Evil in the 
Sight of the LoxD, were for a long Time ſuffered 
to endure a moſt heavy Bondage under the Tyranny 
of Jabin, King of Canaan; the Captain of whoſe 
Hoſts was Siſera. Until at length Deborah, a Pro- 
pheteſs, being inſpir'd by the Lo Ro, undertook their 
Delivery and communicated her Deſign to Barak, a 
young valiant Prince of the Tribe of Naphtali, com- 
manding him to appear at the Head of 10000 Men 
zpon Mount Tabor. Barak, at firſt, ſtartled at ſo 
great an Enterprize, refuſeth to go, unleſs Deborah 
accompany him: The Propheteſs complies with hi- 
Requeſt, aſſures him of a Victory, but tells him (as 
a Puniſiment for bi: Difidence) that no * 
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The ARGUMENT, 79 


the Day ſhall belong to him, for that Siſera ſhall fall 
by the Hand of a Woman. Which Prophecy was ac- 

* co dingly ſulfilled : For Siſera finding all bis Hoſt 
diſcomfited, fled himſelf for Safety to the Tent of Jael 
the Wife of Heber theRenite: there being a Peace be- 
tween the Kenites and the Canaanites. Jael re- 
ceiv'd him with all ſeeming vilities, and Aſſurances 
of Prote@ion : but watching an Opportunity when be 
was. ſleepivg, ſhe took an Nail belonging to the Tent, 
and with an Hammer ſtruck it thro' his Iemples. By 
this time Barak, who had been in purſuit of him, 
arrived there: Him too ſhe invited in, and ſhew'd him 
the Body of his Enemy. Thus the Children of Iſrael 
prevaild : And Deborah, with her victorious Gene- 
ral, ſang the following Hymn of Thankſgiving. 


27 ET Jirael now her grateful Trophies raiſe, 
0 L 8 Begin, ye Tribes, your great Avengers Praiſe, 


38852 


Sing him the Lord of Hoſts, the Conqueror, 
And raiſe his Altars on the Spoils of War, 


Hear, O ye Kings, attentive Princes, hear, 
J, even I, will ſing, the Song deſerves your Ear. 


When Iſrael's Go p from hoſtile Edom came, 
With his own Thunders arm'd, array'd in Flame: 
Trembled the Earth as o'er the Clouds he rode, 
The Clouds diſſolv'd to Rain, and own'd th' incum- 

bent Gop. | 3 | 
Not ſo he march'd, as Er/t in Samgar's Days, 


When Deſolation ſtalk'd around your Ways, 


M 2 What 


8. The SONG of 


What Time your Shrines to Gentile Gods were rais'd, 
And Incenſe ſtrange on hoſtile Altars blaz'd. 

Then did the Go p of Battles raiſe his Hand, 

And in his Anger ſcourg'd the guilty Land: 
Forbad the Sword your Villages to ſpare, 

Arm'd every Plague, and gave a looſe to War: 
Paſhve ye own'd a haughty Victor's Sway, 

And Shield and Spear were vilely caſt away : 

Till Deborah aroſe at Hea'vn's Command, 

Till [ aroſe to ſave the ſinful Land, 


Bleſt be their Names, the gen'rous few that joyn'd 
To urge the happy Cha nge by Hea v'n deſign'd : 
By Counſel, or by Action: Pen, or Sword: 
Againſt the Mighty-Ones to belp the 1.0 xp. 


Why did'ſt thou, Aber, leave th' imbattled Plain, 
To tempt the Dangers of the doubtful Main ? 
Why in inglorious Eaſe did Gilead lay, 
Where Fordan's Streams in ſweet Meanders play ? 
Leave, Reuben, leave the Herd, and flow'ry F ield, 
Forſake the Crook, and gird tee on the Shield. 
Leave for à while thy bleating Flocks to hear, 
w hen the loud Trumpet calls, and ſummons thee 


4 to War, 3 
AWAKE, 


'd 


I, 


DEBORAH and BARAK, 81 


Awake, awake, far loftier Thoughts inſpire! 
Son of Abinoam ſtrike the ſounding Lyre, 
See from Megiddo to old Kiſhon's Shore, 
The Lands with glitt'ring Nations cover'd o'er! 
Here, great in Arms, confederate Kings appear, 
And Provinces combin'd excite the War. 
There Fabir's Sons their ſhining Ranks Uſplay,” 
And iron Chariots crowd the duſty Way. 3 
High o'er the reſt, and gorgeous as a God, 
Firm in his Seat the proud Deſtroyer rode. A 
Fatal he rode, around his dazling Head, by 


High Heav'n did all it's baleful Influence ſhed. 
All hideous in his Shield did Death appear, 
And heavy on his Helm ſat horrid Fear. 

Each Star ſiniſter to his Aims appear'd, 
And dreadful in it's Orb each luckleſs Planet glar'd. 
My Mind afreſh reviews the bloody Day, 

How the Car rattles! how the Courſers neigh ! 
Shields joſtle Shields, large Lengths of diſtant Ground 
With claſhing Swords, and clatt'ring Arms reſaund. 
Aion beheld the Shock, and backward Fled, 
Hiding in Reeds his Blood-deſtained Head. 


While 
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While down the Stream — Creſts, and bur- 


niſh'd Gold, 


_ Chariots, and Helms, and Arms, and flaughter'd 
Warriours rowT a. 


Curſe, Curſe ye Merox + an unuſual Weight 
Of Vengeance ſieze her, and a Coward's Fate. 
Who baſely fled the Dangers of the War, 

And in th' Almighty's Cauſe refus'd to dare. 
* But bow, O Jael, ſhall my Thoughts get free 


To ſpeak the Fullneſs of my Soul for thee ? | 


Bleft above Women ſhall the Heroine be, 


I faint, I die, the thirſty Warriour ſaid, 
Give me, O Fael, charitable Maid, > 
Give me ſome Water, and compleat thine Aid. 

She with new Milk fills high the frothy Bowls, 


4 A TLordly Diſb delicious Butter holds: 


Grateful be bows : He bows, be falls, he lies: 
He bows, be falls, and where he falls he dyes. 
Weltring in Blood the mighty Ruins lay, 
Transfix'd inglorious, and a Woman's Prey. 
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Nde, Mr. Traps Poem on the Peace. 
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Not far from hence where Fabin's Domes ariſe, 


And Haroſheth's high Tow'rs invade the Skies, 


N 329 * Frag nals 5 NN _ ORE a 


SEAS pp "=o. 


n 


r == 


There the Deſtroyer's Mother kept her State, 


Around the Dame the Canaan Ladies wait : 

There from the Battlements ſhe oft look'd down, 

To ſee th* expected Triumphs of her Son. 

Aloud ſhe cries, why is my Child ſo far? 

What Crowds of Captives tire the Conqueror's Car ? 
Has be not ſped ?— Now, now the Banners fly, | 7 
The Shouts of Victors rend the diſtant Sky, 0 
And the loud Clarions ſpeak the Triumphs nigh: ?: 
The cheerful Soldiers now divide the Spoils, 

And Idumean Damſels crown their Toils. 


But to my Siſera a greater ſhare ; 
The proudeſt and the faixeſt of the. War, 


To him ſhall yield up her unwilling Charms, 
Pant in his ſtrong Embrace, and fil my Hero s Arms: 
And when his Labours and his Toils are o'er, 

And the big Voice of War is heard no more, 

Then ſhall the Fair One with inceſſant Care 


| Weave him Tiara's, and adorn his Hair, 


Miſtaken 
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Miſtaken Dame, thy Son 1s now no more, 
His Lahours and his Wars indeed are oer. 


Yet ſhall no Female Hand adorn his Hair, 


- LEE ESC 


By Female Hand low lies your Conqueror, 

And the rude Iron Nail prevents the Needle's Care.) 
80 let thy Foes, O Go p, to Duſt deſcend, 

And feel the Vengeance of thy red Right-hand. 
But let the Righteous ſtill adore thy Name, 
Compleat their Conqueſts, and enlarge their Fame: 


Like the Meridian Sun exalt their Praiſe, 
Swaft as his Rapid Courſe, and Glorious as his Rays. 


os 
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tied Yoſt, to | Day, and to Mor- 
row, Repreſentmg Time! Pa, Fre- 
ſent, and t Come. | 
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Noli per Graſs, Crafs longas ribi ponere Arta, 
Qui non ef 8  Crajs minus em erit. 


O N F of theſe our Happineſs Sb... 9 
Io all Eternity, that Never ends, 
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To Day 1 is ours, in which y we ff ſtand or fal fall "i _—_ 
To. Morrow comes in.courſe, | but who n, 7 


That he ſhall ever i ſee another 20 e 13 1155 T6 . 
Each Moment brings vs nearef: to our End, a 
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Miſtaken Dame, thy Son 1s now no more, | 
His Lahours and his Wars indeed are o'er. 11 
Yet ſhall no Female Hand adorn his Hair, | 
By Female Hand low lies your Conqueror, 

And the rude Iron Nail prevents the Needles Care. 

So let thy Foes, O G o p, to Duſt deſcend, x 
And feel the Vengeance of thy red Right-hand. f 
But let the Righteous ſtill adore thy Name, 5 


Compleat their Conqueſts, and enlarge their Fame: | 


Like the Meridian Sun exalt their Praiſe, j 
Swift as his Rapid Courſe, and Glorious as his Rays. 4 
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| Upon Yeſteriay , toDay, and to Mor- 
row, Repreſentmg Time Paſt, Pre: | 


ſent, and to Come. 
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Nol: per Craſs, Crafs longas tibi ponere Metas, _ 


Qui non ej —_— Craſs minus | aptus erit. 


0 N Pe of theſe our Harpineſs . 
To all Eternity, that never ends, 
For Tefterday we never can recal, 


To Day 1s ours, in which we ſtand or fall; 


Ono 
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| To, Morrow comes in courſe, but who can ſay, 5 


That he mal ever ſee another, Day? 7 r 
Fach Moment brings us nearer. to our End, 


From Day to Day, defer not what 1 is good, 


1 But do to Daz what, vou to Morrow wou'd; 
Delays are dangerous i in ſuch a ; Caſe, r 
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While Providence affords. ſufficient © Grace; 


218. 


a Improve the preſent Day in whi ch you live, | 


| NegleGed Time no Mortal can retrieve : ; 
Of this an Inſtance Matthew doth relate, : 
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Concernin 8 Virgins who appear d too late: 
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| Why ſhould we then. our  pregios Tine et 
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8s Upon Yeſterday, to Day, 


The prudent Virgins Oil and Lamps provi'le, 
While ie Ones neglected Time and Tide; 
The prudent found Admittance to the Feaſt, 
But th! Unprovided were forbidden Gueſt; | 
The Time elaps'd, wherein they ſhou d attend, 
They were but out with, (I * _ we 


| h Conſi * this and ſpend: na Time in vain, | 
but wiſely ballance both your Loſs and Gain 
Keep ſtill the Journal of your Conſcience clear, | 
In your Accompts let no Miſtake appear; | 
When Ge D's Eternal Trumpet loudly ſounds, | 
Whofe Voda will reach the Globe's remoteſt bounds 1 
o call the Dead, in Fleſh and Blood; to riſe, 
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1 5 Yuch Summon will both Death and Hell Curpitze| 


1 With Dooms- Da)-Book your . orks will be compar þ 

| Where no Miſtakes, o Brrors are Tepair'd ; "| 
Your N. eights and Meaſures, Words and Deeds 1 muff 

Is The Tef and Fudgnent of a skillful! Hand: (ſtay 

| | No Seatute can reverſe his juſt Decree, | 
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From which no guilty Criminal c can Ay; ; 
No Writs of Error, no Appeals a are brought, 
No Fndges br brib d, nor any Pardous bought; 
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and to Morrow. 87 


No Witneſs ſuborn'd, or Fury ſway'd, 

No Chu xc R infected, nor no KING betray'd, 
No Sul jects bubbl'd, nor, by Pow'r oppreſt, 

All Vrongs and G/ ievances are then redreſt; 

No PFarty- Quarrels can diſturb the Peace, 

For now all Fars, and Controverſies ceaſe: 

Na Zitiſetaon ſhall there explain the Laws, | 

f Nor Advocate preſume to plead your Cauſe, 
The Great MESSIAS then will be ſevere, 
The Rizour of his Fuſtice will ſhine there, : $ 1 
The Scriptures and Divizes in this agree, >. 
4 That (ſte Male an) then will be 

3 | His: angry Sentence on the Reprobate, 


: Who their Amendment did procraſtinate; 
ef But his Elec he then ſhall ſweetly call, 
ul y And ſay Vent enite P. obi) great and ſmall 
Baſe eſs the Kingdom, that's for you prepar 2 
BG 0 D the Father as your juſt Reward ; 
So blotted Books receive a fiery Doom, | 


While clear Accompts in Paradice find room, 


Dum Tempus babemus operemur bonum, 
Poſt eſt Qccaſio Calva, 
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 Adverniſemen. 
HIS 18 to acqua iſt che Nes 
Aer, that Mr. Pakittgton- and 
I, Weing inſeparable (Companions, 
he has given Me leave to Publiſh this 
Book under my Name; we are fo 
much alike in Perſon and. Temper 
that our neareſt Friends, cannot di- 
finguiſh, one from the other. 7 
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